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“Nobody ever reads a preface.” 
Do you? Well, here’s a short one for you. 


THIS IS A PREFACE 


This, the new edition of The Big Joke-Book, is 
an entirely new collection of the most laughable 
stories and jokes ever told, gathered into one vol- 
ume for the delectation of all lovers of a good 
laugh. It is a clean book. Every story and joke 
in it is wholesome and free from suggestion of any 
sort, making it a book that will cheerfully be given 
the freedom of the home for general reading by all 
the family. 


A Batch of Smiles, and The Sunny Side of Life, 
two books that together contain all the stories 
that appeared in the first edition of The Big Joke- 
Book (now discontinued), are still available, and 
will be found listed, on the last page of this book, 
among the Shrewesbury Series of Popular Enter- 


tainment Books in artistic paper covers. 


Signing off till our next broadcasting period. 
Good night. 


Announcer, C. B. C. 
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The Big Joke-Book 


WHEN WORDS FAIL YOU 


The chairman of the committee was addressing a 
meeting at a teachers’ institute: 

“My friends, the schoolwork is the bulhouse of 
civilization, 1 mean—ah—” 

He began to feel frightened. 

“The bulhouse is the schoolwork of civ—” 

The smile could be felt. 

“The workhouse is the bulschool of—” 

He was evidently twisted. 

“The schoolbul is the housework—” 

An audible snigger spread over the audience. 

“The bulschool—” 

He was getting wild. So were his hearers. He 
mopped his perspiration, gritted his teeth, and 
made a fresh start. 

“The schoolhouse, my friends—” 

A sigh of relief went up. Richard himself again! 

He gazed serenely around. The light of trium- 
phant self-confidence was enthroned upon his brow. 

“Ts the woolbark—” 


And that is when he lost consciousness. 
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TAUGHT AT ALL DENTAL SCHOOLS 


Dentist—“‘Open wider, please—wider.” 

Patient—“A—A—A—Ah.” 

Dentist (inserting rubber gag, towel, and sponge) 
“How’s your family?” 


THE AIR WAS FULL OF If 


Mistress—“Mary, your young man has such an 
air of braggadocio about him.” 

Mary—“Yis, pore lad, he worruks in a livery- 
stable.” 


THE REST WAS HERS 


Binks—‘“‘Shafer, do you know that woman across 
the street?” 

Shafer—“She certainly looks familiar. Let me 
see. It’s my wife’s new dress, my daughter’s hat, 
and my mother-in-law’s parasol—sure! It’s our 
cook!” 


SOCIAL CONVERSE 


Callers were at the door and Bobbie was told to 
show them into the parlor. He did so, and while 
his mother was fixing herself up, he sat there rather 
embarrassed. Presently, seeing the visitors glanc- 
ing around the room, he said: 

“Well, what do you think of our stuff, anyway?” 
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FUN WITH THE FANS 


One day at Little Rock, where the Detroit team 
was playing an exhibition, old Red Donahue, who 
in his day was the sharpest-tongued man in base- 
ball, was tossing them over and letting the Little 
Rock batters hit at will, to the great delight of 
the spectators. 


»? shrieked one 


“Oh, Red, you’re easy, easy, easy, 
very wild fan who was getting on Red’s nerves. 
“I’m not half as easy as you are,” retorted Red. 


“You paid fifty cents to see me do it.” 


MEN OF METAL 


One of the coatroom boys of a big Broadway 
hotel plaintively told of the roughhouse treatment 
‘that he had received in the early hours of the pre- 
vious morning from the enthusiastic guests of a 
hilarious dinner party. 

“What kind of a dinner was it?” asked a sym- 
pathetic listener. 

“Why, it was given by one of them college 
aluminum societies.” 


MOST EVERYONE HAS 


“JT want to see the Government own everything,” 
said the discontented man. 

“Maybe it might be a good idea,” replied Mr. 
Dustin Stax. “I have a few things that I would 
like to sell it.” 
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ONLY AT REGULAR RATES 


A Chicago violinist who gives concerts through- 
out the West was bitterly disappointed with the 
account of his recital printed in an Iowa town 
paper. 

“I told your man three or four times,” com- 
plained the musician to the owner of the paper, 
“that the instrument I used was a genuine Stradi- 
varius, and in the story there was not a word about 
it, not a word.” 

Whereupon the editor said, with a laugh: “That 
is as it should be. When Mr. Stradivarius gets his 
fiddle advertised in my paper under two dollars a 
line, you come around and let me know.” 


PLAIN BLACKMAIL 


An oldish man, having an apple stand, was 
recently approached by a hungry looking lad, who 
asked : 

“Say, ain’t you goin’ to gimme an apple?” 

“T’ll give you to the station first! was the gruff 
reply. 

“You declare war, do you! All right, my old 
buckshot! Ill stand right here for the next hour 
and tell everybody that you spit on your apples 
and then burnish ’em on your greasy old coat sleeve! 
We'll see who'll come out ahead in this mad 
struggle!” 

The boy did, as he got his apple in five seconds. 
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NO WEDDING BELLS 


“Had a proposal from any of the fair sex this 
leap year?” inquired Fitznoodle. 

“T have. I had a proposal from the young lady 
at my lodgings.” 

“Philoplis, but you are in luck! How did she 
muster courage to make it and what did you say?” 

“Well, you see, she keeps the books for her 
mother, so she came to me and proposed.” 

“Yes, yes, lucky dog! Go on.” 

“She proposed that I pay up my arrears or 
wacate. 


DRIVEN BY NECESSITY 


When a certain colored man of Mobile, Ala., 
announced his engagement to the dusky one of his 
choice the congratulations that were showered upon 
him included a note of wonder. 

“Joe,” said one of these friends, “I shore is sur- 
prised! We-all never thought you’d speak up. It’s 
going on two years since you begun to call to see 
Miss Violet.” 

“Dat’s true,” said Joe; “but de fact is, old man, 
I didn’t lose my job until last night.” 


A BAD START 


Possible Employer—“Hm! so you want a job, 
eh? Do you ever tell lies?” 
Applicant—“‘No, sir, but I kin learn.” 
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EXIT AFTER “AMEN” 


A somewhat conceited clergyman, who was more 
celebrated for the length of his sermons than for 
their eloquence, once asked the late Father Healy 
what he thought of the one just preached. “Well, 
sir,” replied the humorist, “I liked one passage 
exceedingly well.” 

“Indeed, Father Healy, and pardon me for ask- 
ing which passage you refer to?” 

. Well, my dear sir,” replied the wit, “the passage 
I refer to was that from the pulpit to the vestry 
room.” 


ANOTHER MIRACLE DEMANDED 


Marion was saying her prayers. “And please, 
God,” she petitioned, “make Boston the capital of 
Vermont.” 

“Why, Marion,” said her shocked mother, “what 
made you say that?” 

Marion settled herself in bed. ‘‘ *Cause,” she 
answered, “I made it that way in my ’xamination 
paper today an’ I want it to be right.” 


POLICE STATIONS NEVER CLOSE 


Sunday School Teacher — ‘Children, do you 
know the house that is open to all—to the poor, 
the rich, the sad, the happy, to man and to woman, 
to young and to old—do you know the house I 
mean?” 


Small Boy—“Yes, miss—the station house.” 
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CHICKEN IN EMBRYO 


Judge Moses Wright, the good roads champion 
of Georgia, said in Rome, Ga.: 

“After the roads of the old world, the new world’s 
roads are a terrible anti-climax. In our elevators 
and typewriters and telephone we are far in advance 
of the old world, but to pass from their roads to 
ours is to be let down like the new boarder. 

““*How’s the grub here?’ a new boarder asked 
genially, rubbing his hands, at the dinner table of 
a Rome boarding house.’ 

“ ‘Well, friend, we have chicken every morning,’ 
an old boarder grunted. 

‘Chicken every morning!’ The new boarder 
positively beamed. ‘Chicken every morning! And 
how is it served?’ 

“In the shell,’ grunted the old boarder.” 


DID HE GET IT? 


An Irishman passed a shop where a notice was 
displayed saying that everything was sold by the 
yard. Thinking to play a joke on the shopman, 
he entered and asked for a yard of milk. 

The shopman, not in the least aback, dipped his 
finger in a bowl of milk and drew a line a yard long 
on the counter. 

The Irishman, not wishing to be caught in his 
own trap, asked the price. 

“Five cents,” said the shopman. 

“All right. Roll it up; I'll take it.” 
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AN OBEDIENT SERVANT 


“Now remember, Jane,” said the mistress to her 
new and rather raw maid, “you must prick each 
sausage before you cook it, to prevent it from 
bursting.” 

The girl looked at the speaker in surprise. 

“Prick it!’ repeated the mistress firmly. “Just 
stick a fork in each one.” 

Then the girl seemed to grasp the idea. But the 
family were all startled next morning, when there 
appeared on the breakfast table a plateful of saus- 
ages, in each of which was firmly planted a fork. 

And, as the supply of forks failed to meet the 
demand, the smallest sausage was adorned with a 
corkscrew! 


CORRECT DIAGNOSIS 


“As near as I can make out,” said the physician, 
“your wife seems to have experienced a sudden 
shock of some kind.” 

“T guess that’s right,” replied the husband. “I 
got home before 12 o’clock last night.” 


ONE OF THOSE DOCTOR JOKES 


“My doctor told me I would have to quit eating 
so much meat.” 

“Did you laugh him to scorn?” 

**T did at first ; but when he sent in his bill, I found 
he was right.” 
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AND MANY, MANY OTHERS 


“I’m thinking of getting married, pa. What’s 
it like?” 

“You had a job as janitor once, didn’t you?”’ 

Ves.” 

“And you had a position as watchman once, 
didn’t you?” 

SeViacea, 

“And you worked a while as a caretaker, didn’t 
you?” 

CON ies 


“Well, it’s a combination of all three jobs.” 


A BROTHERLY FEELING 


The man drifted into church as the congregation 
was reciting with the vicar: 

“We have left undone those things which we 
ought to have done and we have done those things 
which we ought not to have done.” 

The man settled down into a pew with a sigh of 
relief on hearing those words. 

“Thank goodness,” he said, “I’ve found my crowd 
at last.” 


THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT 


Cynthia—“These bathing-suits make some peo- 
ple look shorter, don’t they?” 
Tom—“Yes, and others look longer.” 
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LET THE BUYER BEWARE 


Horse breeding is an occupation which requires 
much learning, and a certain farmer has a great 
reputation for his skill. 

A neighbor of his who sought some advice on the 
cheap, asked the horse breeder’s son one day: 

“I say, Tommy, when one of your father’s 
horses is ill, what does he do?” 

“Do you mean just slightly ill, or real bad?” was 
the lad’s cautious counter-question. 

“Oh, seriously ill!” 

“Well,” said the boy, “if a horse is only just a 
little ill, dad gives it some medicine, but if it is 
seriously ill he sells it.” 


WILLING TO COMPROMISE 


By his father’s stern command, Jackie was for- 
bidden to stay behind in the playground after school 
hours. He must come straight home, etc., etc. 

But Jackie forgot one day, and arrived home very 
late, very dirty, and very tired. 

“Look here,” said his father angrily, “didn’t you 
promise me that you wouldn’t stay out and play 
games?” 

“Yes, father,” was the meek reply. 

“And didn’t I promise to punish you if you did 
stay?” 

“Yes, father,” said Jackie, still more meekly, “but 
as I didn’t keep my promise, I won’t hold you to 
yours.” 


_— 
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WE DON’T BELIEVE A WORD OF IT 


“P’taters is good this mornin’, madam,” said the 
market gardener, making his usual weekly call. 

“Oh, are they?’ retorted the customer. ‘That 
reminds me. How is it that them you sold to me 
last week were so much smaller at the bottom of 
the basket than at the top?” 

“Well,” replied the old man, “p’taters'is growin’ 
sc fast now that by the time I get a basketful dug, 
the last ones is about twice the size of the first.” 


SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE 


“When I asked my wife to marry me she made 
me promise not to use tobacco.” 

“And now?” 

‘“‘She’s annoyed because I don’t want her to smoke 
cigarets.”’ 


BREAKING IT GENTLY 


First Mother—“Mrs. Clancy, yer child is badly 
spoiled.” 

Second Mother—‘Gawan wid yez.” 

First Mother — “Well, if you don’t believe it, 
come and see what the steam roller did to it.” 


WITH OR WITHOUT DRESSING? 


“What part of th’ turkey will you have, Mr. 
Squizee?” 
“The Harem, Madam.” 
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HE GUESSED IT RIGHT OFF 


Robert was having a very successful career at 
college. He had scored the winning touchdown in 
the big game of the year, and was mentioned by the 
experts for the All-American team. But Robert’s 
father was not satisfied. 

“I’m afraid, my son,” said he, “that you are not 
making good use of your time at college. I hear 
very unsatisfactory reports about your work.” 

“Gee whiz!” exclaimed Robert. ‘You must have 
been talking to one of the professors.” 


SOAK YOUR SINS 


“Come, all yo’, and be baptized,” cried the choco- 
late evangelist. 

“But Ah’ve been baptized by the Presbyterians,” 
said Rastus. 

“Lo’d,” cried the Baptist minister, “‘yo’ only been 
dry cleaned.” 


SUBSIDIZING THE ENEMY 


Uncle (to nephew playing a war game with a 
chum)—“If you take the fortress within a quarter 
of an hour I’ll give you a quarter.” 

Youngster (a minute later)—‘Uncle, the fort- 
ress is taken; now let me have the quarter.” 

Uncle—“How did you manage it so quickly?” 

Youngster — “I offered the besieged ten cents, 
and they capitulated.” 
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EBONY ENVY 


“Some un sick at yo’ house, Mis’ Carter?” in- 
quired Lila. “Ah seed de doctah’s kyar eroun’ dar 
yestiddy.”” 

“It was for my brother, Lila.” 

“Sho! What’s he done got de matter of ’m?” 

*“Nobody seems to know what the disease is. He 
can eat and sleep as well as ever, he stays out all 
day long on the veranda in the sun, and seems as 
well as any one, but he can’t do any work at all.” 

“He cain’t—yo’ says he cain’t wuhk?” 

“Not a stroke.” 

“Law, Mis’ Carter, dat ain’t no disease what you 
broth’ got! Da’sa gif!” 


THIS ALWAYS TICKLED SAM 


A well-known actress, who is very fond of dogs, 
numbers among her possessions a magnificent speci- 
men of the St. Bernard type. One day a New 
Yorker, visiting the actress at her summer home, 
met a colored maid in the road accompanied by this 
big dog. He asked to whom it belonged. 

“He b’longs to my missus.” 

“Aren’t you afraid of him? He’s awfully big.” 

“No, indeed, suh. Dis dog won’t harm nobody ; 
he’s chuck-full of fun all de time.” 

“What kind of a dog is he?” 

“Well, suh, I hears my missus call him a full- 
blooded Sam Bernard.” 
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VERY PRETTILY PUT 


At an evening party two men, strangers to each 
other, began chatting. Presently one indicated a 
lady across the room and remarked: 

“What a beautiful woman that is over there!” 

“Glad you think so,” replied the other, with a 
smile. “She’s my wife.” 

“Then I congratulate you, old chap. It must be 
quite a pleasure to lose every argument to a woman 
like that.” 


A STAR PERFORMANCE 


Mose Johnson, colored, handy man around the 
factory, came in late one morning, appearing to 
labor under considerable excitement. ‘“What’s the 
matter, Mose?” asked the foreman. “Sick, suh.” 
“That’s too bad.” “Dat ain’t de wust of it. Ts got 
to have op’ration p’fohmed.” ‘What kind?’ the 
foreman queried. ‘‘Well, suh, de doctah says I 
gotta hab my asteroids tooken out.” 


CLERICAL SARCASM 


An old gentleman of eighty-four having taken to 
the altar a young damsel of about fifteen, the 
clergyman said to him: 

“The font is at the other end of the church.” 

“What do I want with the font?” 

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” said the cleric, “I 
thought you had brought this child to be christ- 
ened.” 
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THE ULTIMATE CONSUMER 


A story is told of an old Irish gentleman who was 
the only undertaker in an upper Michigan city 
years ago. He was what might be called a fore- 
handed man. One day he met on the street the 
young son of a citizen who was reported to be at 
death’s door. ‘“‘How’s your fa-ather this mornin’ ?” 
asked the undertaker. ‘‘He’s sinking fast,” said the 
boy. “Is that so? Poor boy! By the way, how 
tall is yer fa-ather ?” 


QUITE FREE FROM PAIN 


It was a breach of promise case, and the rustic 
defendant was under cross-examination. 


> said the counsel, sternly, 


“Now tell me, please,’ 
“on the evening of the sixteenth when you bade her 
good-by, did she suffer you to kiss her?” 

“Well,” said the witness, slowly, “I reckon now I 
did give her a kiss or two; but there worn’t much 


sufferin’ about it as I could see.” 


A BOY’S IDEA OF HEAVEN 

A boy wanted a dog, and the rich uncle said: 

“Well, Eddie, suppose I give you two hundred 
dollars for a dog. Would you spend that whole sum 
in one dog, or would you buy a pretty good dog 
and put the rest of the money in the savings bank?” 

“Well, uncle,” replied Eddie, “if you leave it to 
me, I would buy two hundred one-dollar dogs.” 
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ALL THEY EVER WANT 


Mr. Newedd — “Well, we are beginning house- 
keeping and I presume the simplest plan will be just 
to give you a regular amount every week for ex- 
penses. Just reckon up what it will cost.” 

Mrs. Newedd — “I could never do that in the 
world—so many things to count, you know; but 
let—me—see. Oh, I have it! I have thought of 
a much simpler pian.” 

“All right, my angel! What is it?” 

“You add up what it will cost you for fares and 
lunches and give me the rest.” 


A GLEAM OF HOPE 


Mrs. Jones wasn’t feeling very well, so Jones 
called in the doctor. 


After asking a few questions the medical man 
placed his little thermometer between the patient’s 
lips and told her to keep her mouth closed for sev- 
eral minutes. Then he promised to send in a bottle 
of medicine and departed. 

Just as he reached the front door he felt a gentle 
touch on his arm and turned to find Jones eyeing 
him eagerly. 

“Doctor, what will you take for that thing?” 
whispered the man, urgently. “I never knew my 


wife to keep her mouth shut for such a long time 
before.” 
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WASHINGTON, D. C., PLEASE NOTE 


The newly elected mayor of a certain town was 
about to make his first journey in that capacity 
through the place. The townspeople had arranged 
that from an arch of flowers under which he was to 
pass a floral crown should hang, surmounted by the 
words: “He well deserves it.” But the wind blew 
away the crown and when the pompous mayor 
passed under the arch, to the great joy of those 
who voted against him only a rope with a noose at 
the end of it dangled there with “He well deserves 
it” standiag out in bold relief above it. 


MR. BRYAN CAN’T OBJECT TO THAT 


One of the bright young men attached to the 
British Embassy at Washington tells the following: 


“At a house party in Sussex a maid was dressing 
a guest’s hair. ‘I hope, Parker,’ said the lady to the 
maid, ‘you are comfortable in your place.’ 


“ ‘Qh yes, ma’am,’ said the maid enthusiastically. 
‘The society downstairs is so superior. The butler 
leads the conversation. He is such a refined man. 
Indeed, he’s quite scientific. He has been telling us 
lately about evolution, and we now quite understand 
it. He says that we are all descended from Mr. 


Darwin.’ ” 
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PRE-VOLSTEAD WIT 


A newspaper man ran across the street the other 
day to a dairy lunch. He was in a hurry. He 
leaned against the marble counter and ordered a 
lamb stew. A man who had been out all night 
swayed against him several times and his breath 
exhaled whisky and onions. 

“One stew! One stew!” called the boy behind the 
counter to the kitchen. 

The newspaper man turned to the inebriate. 
“Pardon me, sir,” he said, “but I think they are 


paging you.” 


ONE LAST REQUEST 


A kind physician, living near Peoria, wishing to 
soothe the last hours of a poor woman whom he was 
attending, asked her if there was anything he could 
do for her before she died. The poor soul, looking 
up, replied: 

“Doctor, I have always thought I should like to 
have a glass butter dish before I died.” 


M. D.”S HEN TRACKS 


School Teacher (to anxious parent)—“Your son 
is bright, intelligent and getting along in every- 
thing but handwriting.” 

Parent—“That is all right; his writing doesn’t 
matter, I am going to make a doctor of him.” 
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YOU’VE SEEN IT YOURSELF 


It was the old lady’s first visit to the movies. For 
a long time she gazed in silent awe at the wonders 
of the screen, where all sorts of impossible things 
took place. 

She could hardly believe the evidence of her own 
eyes. These things were real—they were actually 
happening. She stared with goggling eyes as mir- 
acle succeeded miracle. 

Then a motor car appeared on the screen, com- 
ing into sight in the distance, and racing along a 
country road at about a mile a minute straight out 
of the picture at the audience. 

Catastrophe seemed inevitable, and she shrank 
back in her seat. Then, just at the critical moment, 
it swerved aside and dashed out of sight. 

The old lady rose firmly to her feet, ignoring the 
protests of those behind her. 

“Come along, Annie,” she said to her youthful 
niece, “it ain’t safe here. That thing only missed 
me by a few inches.” 


THE LEGAL ATTITUDE 


“I won’t defend a man whom I believe to be 
guilty.” 

“My boy, you mustn’t set your judgment up 
against that of the majority. I have defended 
plenty of men whom I believed to be guilty, but the 
jury decided otherwise.” 
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WHEN THE BULLS BEAT IT 


Mr. Stretcher—‘Yes, it’s cold, but nothing like 
what it was at Christmas three years ago when the 
steam from the engines froze hard and fell on the 
line in sheets.” 

Mr. Cuffer—“And yet that wasn’t so cold as it 
was in ’87, when it froze the electricity in the tele- 
phone wires, and when the thaw came all the ma- 
chines were talking as hard as they could for 
upwards of five hours.” 

“Well, gentlemen,” said Mr. Longbow, “the cold- 
est year that I can remember was in the Christmas 
week in ’84, when the very policemen had to run to 
keep warm.” 

But that was too much, and with silent looks of 
indignation the other two left to his own reflections 
the man who treated the truth so lightly. 


GIVES HIM COURAGE 


An easterner was touring Illinois in his car and 
had several mishaps. His wife’s curiosity being 
excited by a certain proceeding of his in this rela- 
tion, she finally asked: 

“IT notice that every time the car breaks down 
you fish out your state license and examine it very 
carefully. Why do you do that?” 

“For encouragement, my dear,” replied the 
motorist. ‘The license states that I am competent 
to operate the machine.” 
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LUCKY DOG! 


One glance at the editor’s face was sufficient to 
warn the staff they were in for a hot time. 

“Send Mr. Scribbler to me,” he snorted to the 
office boy. 

The reporter of that name entered the august 
presence, serenely conscious that he was innocent of 
any offense. 

“Now, look here,’”’ roared the editor, “you’re the 
idiot who reported that charity ball, aren’t you? 
Well,” and he pointed with accusing finger at a 
printed paragraph, “just look what you’ve written: 
‘Among the prettiest girls present was Col. Old- 
knut! What d’ye mean? He’s a man, isn’t he?” 

“He may be,” said the reporter, quietly, “but 
that’s where he was.” 


POOR POLLY! 


“You're a swindler,” exclaimed Mrs. Gobb, as she 
entered the bird store. ‘You’re worse than a high- 
way robber. You ought to be ashamed of yourself 
to cheat a poor, innocent woman the way you did. 
That parrot I bought of you last week is a fraud. 
You said it was a fluent talker and you charged 
me a big price for him, too, and that bird hasn’t 
said a single word since I got him. Not one word. 
Do you hear me? Not—one—single—word !” 

“Perhaps,” suggested the bird fancier, ‘‘you 
didn’t give him a chance.” 
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NEEDS TWO STRINGS 


As a train was getting up steam to leave a certain 
station, it suddenly parted in the middle. Of course, 
the communication cord broke and one end of 
it struck in the face of an old lady who was standing 
on the platform. 

“Goodness me!” she gasped in astonishment. 
“What was that?” 


“The train has broken in two,” 


said a gentleman 
who stood near her. 

“And I should just think so!” said the old lady 
indignantly, as she eyed the broken cord. “Did they 
really think that a piece of string like that could 
hold a train together?” 


SAFETY FIRST 


Mother always heard little Jackie do his les- 
sons. One day the small boy was going over his 
reading lesson, which was the story of ‘‘Goldilocks 
and the Three Bears.” 

“Goldilocks jumped right out of the window’,” 
he read slowly. 

“No, no, Jackie,” protested his mother; “you 
know the book doesn’t say that. You should read 
more carefully. The book says that Goldilocks 
jumped out of bed.” 

“J know, mother,” explained Jackie promptly, 
“but I wanted her to jump far enough to get away 
from the three bears.” 
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HOME, SWEET HOME 


Two of the clock, and a cold and chilly night. 
The wind whistled eerily round the corners of the 
streets, and the sky overhead was clouded and 
threatening. 

A policeman, coming stealthily along, saw a 
suspicious looking man loafing about outside a cer- 
tain house. For some time he watched, and then 
determined to solve the mystery. 

“Here, you!” he said, advancing suddenly, 
‘“Whatcher hanging about this house for?” 

The loafer turned his weary eyes on the ques- 
tioner as he replied: 

“I’m only waiting for the lady inside to get to 


sleep, constable. We’re married!” 


KNEW HIS OWN DESCRIPTION 


Miss Hathaway, teacher in a country school, 
always tried to make the lessons as interesting as 
possible to her little pupils. 

“Now, children,” she said, “you have named all 
the domestic animals but one. Who can tell me 
what that one is?” 

Silence reigned. 

“What!” cried the teacher. ‘Does no one know? 
Now, think! It has bristly hair, is fond of the dirt 
and likes to get in the mud.” 

One little boy at the end of the class raised a 
timid hand. 

“Please, ma’am,” he said reflectively, “it?s me.” 


28 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 


ONE BRAY AT A TIME 


Henry Ford has very rarely voted, and at a 
dinner in his native Dearborn he once said: 

“YT have taken, perhaps, less interest in politics 
than I should have done. But politics has always 
seemed to me a confused and quarrelsome business. 
When I think of politics I think of the political 
meeting anecdote: 

“A candidate at a political meeting was heckled 
by a fat man. This heckling after a while got on 
the nerves of another member of the audience, and 
he roared at the fat man: 

“Shut up, you ass? 

“At this a third member of the audience shouted: 

“Oh, you shut up, too! The pair of you are 
asses |" 

“The candidate on the platform took a sip of 
water. Then he said: 

“ “There seems to be a lot of asses on hand here 
tonight ; but, gents, for the love of Mike, let’s hear 
one at a time.’ 

“ “Well, you go on, then,’ yelled a chap in the 
gallery.” 


POSED AND PAINTED 


Business Caller (looking at photograph) —“This 
is a picture of Mrs. Peckington, I suppose?” 

Peckington—“Yes ; that’s her when she is—er— 
getting her picture taken.” 
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YOU KNOW WHAT THAT BOY NEEDS 


A sedate banker was sitting in his office one morn- 
ing when his ten-year-old hopeful drifted in, bearing 
with him an expression of unutterable gloom. 

“Anything gone wrong, boy?” interrogated the 
financier. “‘Why, at your age you ought to be cheer- 
ful all the time.” 

“I know it, Frank; I know it,” responded the 
youngster. ‘I’m doin’ the best I can; but, honest, 
I had a terrible time up at the house with your 
wife this morning.” 


HIGHER EDUCATION 


A certain football referee is a great stickler for 
etiquette among the boosters of the ball. 

In one match, which he refereed, the visiting team 
t bok offense at one of their opponents, and pres- 
ently their dislike took the form of audible remarks 
disparaging to him, his appearance and his methods 
of playing. 

In a moment the referee turned angrily on the 
talkers, and said sternly: 

“Cut out them personalities! Cut out them per- 
sonalities, I tell you!” 

Like an echo came a high-pitched voice from the 
grandstand: 


“Cut out them grammar!” 
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WHAT MAY BE EXPECTED 


The lady jury had been out for hours. 

The judge looked tired, the clerk yawned, the 
loungers slept. 

The bailiff, after listening at the keyhole several 
times, shook his head with a discouraged air. 

And then, quite unexpectedly, the jury an- 
nounced it was ready to report, and the twelve 
ladies filed in. 


“Have you agreed upon a verdict?” the judge 
demanded. 


The forelady nodded and smiled. 

“We have agreed upon twelve verdicts, your 
honor,” she told him, in her flutelike voice. 

“You are discharged,” roared the judge. 

*“Isn’t he horrid!” said the ladies. 


WHAT CONGRESSMEN ARE FOR 


A congressman received almost daily letters from 
a constituent asking for garden seed, with emphasis 
on peas. The demand for peas got so heavy that 
the congressman was moved to write this letter: 

“T am sending you a half dozen more packages of 
peas as requested. Say, what are you trying to do 
down there, plant the whole state in peas?” 

The reply came a few days later. It read: 

“No, P’m not planting them, but they make bully 
soup. Send along some more.” 
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THERE HE HAD HER 
Really Mr. and Mrs. Wibbles were very happy 


together, except when an argument arose. Then 
Mrs. Wibbles contradicted her husband firmly and 
as a matter of principle. 

One evening they were discussing the question of 
superiority of man over woman, and the lady was 
getting heated. 

“At any rate,” said her husband presently, “there 
is one good, sweet and perfect thing which a man 
can have, but which is barred to women.” 

“Never! cried Mrs. Wibbles passionately. 
“I deny it!” Then she asked curiously: “What do 
you mean?” 

“A wife,’ was the calm retort. 


NOW PAPA KNOWS 


“Papa,” said the hopeful youth, “can you tell me 
what is natural philosophy?” 

“Of course I can,” said papa, proud and relieved 
to find that there was at last something he could 
tell his offspring. “Natural philosophy is the 
science of cause and reason. Now, for instance, you 
see the steam coming out of the spout of the kettle, 
but you don’t know why or for what reason it does 
so, and—” 

“Qh, but I do, papa,” chirped the hope of the 
household. “The reason the steam comes out of 
the kettle is so that mamma may open your letters 


without you knowing it.” 
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PREACHER WAS PLEASED 


The minister hurried down the aisle and grasped 
the stranger’s hand. 

“I am glad to see you with us tonight,” he said. 
“I can see by the expression in your face that you 
are laboring under some deep sorrow, some great 
disappointment.” 

“You’re right; I came in here thinking this was 
a movie and, having got in, I didn’t have the nerve 
to get up and walk out.” 


HEROIC UNDERTAKING 


Perkins and Parker were discussing the literary 
abilities of their friend, Butler, when Perkins re- 
marked : 

“T understand he has just completed a historical 
novel.” 

“That so?” asked Parker. ‘Who is the hero of 
the book?” 

“The man who has undertaken to publish it.” 


NOTHING NEW TO HIM 


“Did you give this man the third degree?” asked 
the police officer. 

“Yes. We browbeat and badgered him with every 
question we could think of.” 

“What did he do?” 

“Fe dozed off and merely murmured now and 
then, ‘Yes, my dear; you’re perfectly right.’ ” 
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SO RUDE TO ASK THAT 


“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the manager, before 
the curtain, “it is my unpleasant duty to inform 
you that Mr. Dust, the star comedian, owing to 
illness, will not be able to appear tonight. His sys- 
tem has had a very severe shock; he is suffering from 
nervous prostration.” 

““Wot’s the matter?” shouted a voice from the 
gallery. “Did yer make a mistake and pay him in 
advance?” 


IF ONLY WE DARE DO THIS 


Tommy had returned from a birthday party, his 
round face wreathed in smiles. 

“T hope, Tommy,” said his mother, “that you 
were polite and remembered your ‘Yes, please,’ and 
‘No, thank you,’ when things were passed to you.” 

“TI remembered ‘Yes, please’,” replied the boy 
cheerfully, “but I didn’t have to say ‘No, thank 
you,’ mother, because I took everything every time 


it was passed.” 


WE LIKE MEEKNESS IN OTHERS 


“Blessed are the meek,” quoted the deacon in 
reproving the backslider, “for they shall inherit 
the earth.” 

“They may inherit all right, deacon,” said the 
irreverent one, “but somehow or other they never 


seem to get possession.” 
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WHO WANTS TO BREATHE? 


This is the kind of stuff you hear on the front 
porch: 

“Why, George, how dare you? Now you can 
just go right home, and don’t you ever, ever speak 
to me again.” George goes—as far as the steps. 

“Let me come back, please. Tl be good, honest 
I will.” 

“If you’re going to be good, there isn’t any rea- 
son for coming back.” 

“Oh, you little angel!” 

“George, dear, I can’t breathe.” 


TELL THIS ONE TO MR. WRIGLEY 


A London man traveling in the States says that 
a little girl on the train to Pittsburgh was chewing 
gum. Not only that, but she insisted on pulling it 
out in long strings and letting it fall back into her 
mouth again. 

“Mabel!” said her mother in a horrified whisper. 
“Mabel, don’t do that. Chew your gum like a little 
lady.” 


NO AUTHORITY FOR THIS 


“In heaven,” said the sentimental maiden, “fa man 
is never separated from his wife.” 

“T beg your pardon,” interrupted the misogynist, 
“but I think you are getting mixed in your geog- 
raphy.” 
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ONE OF THOSE NARROW ESCAPES 


Story telling was in progress in the village pub., 
and the next in turn was a railway plate layer. 
Round him gathered an expectant audience. 

“Tt was just such a night as this,” he began, 
“bright and clear, with a touch of frost. I was 
going down the line when I saw before me, lying 
right across the rails, a great beam! For a moment 
my heart stood still. Then a distant rumble warned 
me that the midnight mail was approaching. With 
a great effort I flung myself between the obstruction 
and the line, and the great train passed unharmed.” 

There was a thoughtful silence after he had fin- 
ished speaking. Then somebody said: 

“Tf you couldn’t lift the beam, how did the train 
get over it?” 

“Yes,” another interposed, “and if you flung 
yourself between the obstruction and the express, 
why didn’t you get killed?” 

“Both questions are easily answered,” said the 
plate layer, sliding toward the door. “The obstruc- 
tion was a moonbeam, and I jumped forward so that 
my shadow took its place. 'Then—” 

He got outside just in time. 


NO CASH, NO CUPID 


He — “You used to say there was something 
about me you liked.” 
She—“Yes; but you’ve spent it all now.” 
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MISSED THE PROCESSION 


Pat and Bridget were being married, and the 
whole village was astir. Pat was resplendent in a 
tail coat (borrowed), patent-leather boots (too 
tight for him), a white vest, and a bright green tie. 
Bridget shone glorious in most of the colors of the 
rainbow. The fateful words were spoken, and the 
happy couple walked down the aisle and out into the 
street, where a great crowd greeted them with loud 
cheers. At last they were safely ensconced in their 
cab, and Bridget sank back with a sigh of satis- 
faction. 

“Sure, Pathrick,” she said, sadly, “there’s only 
one thing I regret.” 

““What’s that, love?” 

“If we could have stood on the pavement and 
watched ourselves pass—  wouldn’t it have been 
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heavinly 
NEEDS CLEANING UP 


At the meeting of the Afro-American Debating 
club the question of capital punishment for mur- 
der occupied the attention of the orators for the 
evening. One speaker had a great deal to say about 
the sanity of persons who thus took the law into 
their own hands. The last speaker, however, after 
a stirring harangue, concluded with great feeling: 
“Ah disagrees wif cap’tal punishment an’ all dis 
heah talk ’bout sanity. Any pusson ’at e’mits 
murdah ain’t in a sanitary c’ndition.” 
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WATCH THIS PROPHECY 


An army officer said at a dinner: “The mutilated 
young heroes of the world war will be very finely 
treated for a few years; then afterward they will 
be treated no better, but probably worse, than 
anybody else. 

“Took at our own civil war veterans. Nothing 
very wonderful about their treatment, eh? 

“J remember a civil war veteran with one leg who 
went to Ocean Grove one summer. His bedroom 
was clean, but the bed was most uncomfortable and 
in the morning he said to his landlady: 

“ ‘T couldn’t sleep last night, ma’am. The room 
was clean, but the bed was more uncomfortable than 
the rocky fields I used to sleep in on my campaigns. 
The bed, in fact, is unsteady, ma’am. It has only 
three legs.’ 

“Only got three legs, eh?’ sneered the landlady. 
‘Well, you old groucher, that’s two more’n you’ve 
got.’ 39 


THE WOMAN PAYS 


The wife of an Arab went to her father with the 
complaint that her husband had boxed her ears. 
The wise old sheik reflected for a few moments, then 
did to her as her husband had done. ‘Now thou 
art avenged,” he said. “Thy husband has boxed 
the ears of my daughter and I have boxed the ears 
of his wife.” 
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WHAT DO YOU CALL YOURS? 


A young Liverpool citizen calls his sweetheart 
Revenge, because she is sweet; and a young mar- 
ried man residing in Birmingham calls his mother- 
in-law Delay, because she is dangerous; and a Brad- 
ford man calls his wife Fact, because she is a stub- 
born thing; and a fourth wife of an attorney calls 
him Necessity, because he knows no law; and a Man- 
chester man calls his wife Sluggard, because she 
gets mad and goes to her aunt every time he stays 
out at the lodge; and a Middlesborough man calls 
his wife Frailty, because Shakespeare says, “Frailty, 
thy name is woman” ; and a certain insurance agent 
calls his wife Honesty, because it’s the best policy ; 
and a Nottingham man calls his wife Mary Jane, 
because that is her name; and a Glasgow man calls 
his wife Darling, because that isn’t her name—she’s 
a regular vixen; and a Newcastle man calls his wife 


Enough, because she is as good as a feast. 


ANOTHER BONUS PROBLEM 


“T am very proud,” said the officer, “to pin this 
medal on your breast, Pat Malone, and to lodge $50 
in the bank for you.” 


“Shure, an’ if it’s all the same to you, sir,” said 
Private Pat, “would ye pin the $50 note on me 
bresht an’ lodge the medal in the bank?” 
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KIDS, CANS AND CANINES 


“My married sister quite often leaves her three 
small boys for me to love, honor and obey while she 
goes shopping,” related the bachelor. “It is not 
so much of a task as you might imagine, either. 
Among other things the little lads are passionately 
fond of attaching tin cans to dogs’ tails. I keep 
a larger boy employed to, provide the necessary 
material. Some days he appears with as many as 
sixteen dogs and cans, and my nephews have a 
delightful function. The eldest has evolved a plan 
for tincanning ten dogs at one time and letting 
them all off together. The result is everything that 
he or anybody else could ask. It is very easy to 
keep children amused if you only know how.” 


ISN’D-IT- CHE BACT! 


“Here, here, gents!” admonished the landlord of 
the Petunia tavern, addressing the prominent citi- 
zens assembled around the stove, “you'll have to cut 
that out! I don’t mind a little war talk occasion- 
ally, but I draw the line at peace discussions—they 
break up the furniture so.” 


WELL, STAY THERE, THEN 


Bill—“What’s the idea, Algy, standing there on 
one foot like that?” 

Lord Algy—“Really, old chawp, I was going 
some place, but I bally well forgot where it was.” 
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HUNTING FOR TROUBLE 


Old Captain Bowline usually spends his time pot- 
tering about in a little sailing boat. Recently he 
was chatting with a friend on the subject of his 
hobby. 

“I think P’ll get a motorboat next summer,’ 
he. 

“Whatever for?” asked his friend. “I thought 
you were so keen on sailing?” 


> said 


“Well, I am,’ but motorboats are so much more 
exciting,” replied the hardy old chap. “In a sailing 
boat you can only drown, while in the other boat 
you can be drowned, burned to a cinder by an 
explosion or even starved to death if your engine 
breaks down ten miles from land.” 


JUVENILE GRAFT 


“Ts there any good reason why I should give you 
a penny?” asked a well dressed elderly man of the 
youth who accosted him. 

“Well,” said the small boy as he retired from the 
danger zone, “if I had a nice top hat like yours I 
wouldn’t want it soaked with a snowball.” 


DAMP AIR 


She—‘“TI hear that you skated into an air hole the 
other day.” 

He—“‘That’s what they call it, but I found it 
full of water.” 


THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 41 


DAD’S VACATION 


““Where’s your wife this summer, Easit?” 
“She thinks she has lung trouble, so she’s gone 
to spend the summer in the mountains.” 

“Are your daughters with her?” 

“No, they find it too lonely there and are having 
a gay time at the seaside.” 

*“T suppose your son is at home?” 

“No, he’s joined a party that are automobiling 
through the country.” 

“And how are you getting on?” 

“Oh, Pve saved enough out of the family expenses 
to get an electric fan in the office.” 


SURE ENOUGH—WHY? . 


Little Elsie—‘“Mamma, how much do people pay 
a pound for babies?” 

Mamma—“Babies are not sold by the pound, my 
dear.” 

Little Elsie—“*Then why do they always weigh 
them as soon as they are born?” 


A QUESTION OF SUPERFLUITY 


“One wife too many!” exclaimed Mrs. Wederly, 
as she glanced at the headlines of her husband’s 
paper. “I suppose that is an account of the doings 
of some bigamist?” 

“Not necessarily, my dear,” replied her husband, 
without daring to look up. 
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THEY ARE “CEUFS” IN FRENCH 


Necessity is the mother of invention, and the hun- 
gry Frenchman told about in a biography recently 
published in England illustrates the adage anew. 

He was in an English restaurant and wanted eggs 
for breakfast, but had forgotten the English word. 
So he got around the difficulty in the following way: 

“Vaiterre, vat is dat valking in the yard?” 

“A rooster, sir.” 

“Ah! and vat you call de rooster’s vife?” 

“The hen, sir.” 

‘And vat you call de childrens of de rooster and 
his vife?’’ 

“Chickens, sir.” 

“But vat you call de chicken before dey are 
chicken?” 

“Higgs, sir.” 

“Bring me two.” 


MAN’S WORK IS NEVER DONE 


Little Helen had been especially inquisitive one 
evening, and her father, who had patiently an- 
swered her questions, was being exasperated. 

Finally she said: “Papa, what do you do at the 
office all day?” 

Papa’s patience gave way and he replied: “Oh, 
nothing !” 

Helen pondered over this answer for a moment 
and returned to the charge with: “But how do 
you know when you are done?” 
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FICTION AND FACT 


“Father, who owns these parks” asked a boy 
while out for a walk. 


“We do, my son,’ 
the people. As a part of the people, James, we 


replied the boy’s parent; “‘we, 


have a right to consider ourselves the owners. It is 
a glorious feature of our form of government, my 
boy,” he continued, his eyes kindling, “that the 
people are absolute. All property rights are based 
on their consent. All titles thus come from them, 
and will finally revert to them. The will of the peo- 
ple is the supreme law.” 

“Hullo, there!” shouted a harsh, imperious voice, 
“get off that grass, will yer, or Ill run yer in!” 
It was the voice of the park policeman. 


NO LIGHT MATTER 


All during the Christmas festivities Ethelinda’s 
young man had practically lived at her house. He 
had given her some lovely presents; but a ring was 
not among them, and there was no word yet of an 
engagement. 

“Look here,” said Ethelinda’s pa sternly, a week 
or two after. “That young man of yours comes 
here too often. What are his intentions?” 

Ethelinda blushed, and her eyes sought the 
ground. 

“T don’t know, father,’ she replied coyly. “You 
see, he—er—keeps me in the dark so much.” 
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THIS PLEASED THE PEERESS 


She was a peeress, and fondly imagined that she 
looked the part as she entered the little chemist’s 
shop in a remote village, and asked for a rough 
washing glove. She believed in plenty of friction 
being good for the complexion. 

The chemist brought out a boxful of washing 
gloves, and showed her one or two. 

“They’re not rough enough,” said her ladyship 
disparagingly. 

So the man rummaged carefully through the box. 
At last he held one out to her and exclaimed tri- 
umphantly : 

“This is just the thing, ma’am. That’ll get the 
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dirt off nicely ! 


BUT TIME IS MONEY 


In the city train the conversation turned on the 
important subject of economy. Various views were 
expressed. Then a small man in one corner said 
slowly: 

“A friend o? mine — leastwise, ’e’s more of an 
acquaintance like—’e ain’t spent a cent in five 
years.” 

“Rot! What are you givin’ us?” and similar 
remarks greeted this statement. 


“Fact! said the small one, briefly, as he lit his 
pipe. “But ’e’ll be out next week!” 


THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 45 


MIGHT BE IN PURGATORY 


A young man dropped into a state of coma, and 
it was several days before he fully recovered. Later 
he spoke of his experience with a party of friends. 

“Oh, yes,” the young man said in response to a 
question, “I knew all the time what was going on, 
and I also knew that I wasn’t dead, because my feet 
were cold and I was hungry.” 

“T see,” thoughtfully said one of his friends, “but 
how did that make you think that you were still 
alive?” 

“Well,” answered the young man, “I knew that 
if I were in heaven I wouldn’t be hungry and that if 
I were in hell my feet wouldn’t be cold.” 


TRY SOOTHING-SYRUP 


“How’s the baby?” inquired the neighbor of the 
new father. 

“Fine,” said the proud parent. 

“Don’t you find that a baby brightens up a 
household wonderfully?” pursued the friend. 

“Yes,” said the parent, with a sigh. “We have 
the gas going most of the night now.” 


VERY SPECIAL INDUCEMENT 


“Going to Smith’s wedding?” asked his friend. 

“Not I,” returned the other. “He cut me out 
with that girl.” 

“Well, you may get a chance to biff him in the 
jaw with an old shoe!” 
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OH, THESE LANDLORDS! 


Soulful Samuel Slopper, the would-be poet, was 
interviewing his landlord. 

“Of course, the whole place wants doing through- 
out,” sighed Sammy. “The wall papers interfere 
badly with my courting of the evanescent muse, 
while the color of the paint jars dreadfully with 
the gladsome visions I fain would summon in poetic 
rhapsody.” 

The landlord grunted. 

“But I really must insist,” went on Samuel, speak- 
ing severely, “upon the doors and windows being 
attended to. They fit so badly that the draft actu- 
ally blows my hair about!’ 

The landlord seized the golden moment to get his 
own back. 

“Humph!” he snorted. ‘“That’s easily put right. 
Get your hair cut.” 


DRAWS TWO PENSIONS 


During the last G. A. R. encampment there was 
one woman amid the crowd of spectators on the day 
of the parade who made herself conspicuous by 
her noisy hurrahs and excited waving of a flag as 
the old veterans marched past. One of the bystand- 
ers told her sharply to shut up. 

“Shut up yourself!’ she retorted. “If you had 
buried two husbands who had served in the war, 
you would be hurrahing, too.” 
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UNLIMITED ORAL CAPACITY 


They were lumbering peacefully home in their 
market cart when from the shadowy hedge there 
leaped two unkempt forms. No time was wasted in 
useless talking. In a businesslike manner they rifled 
the pockets of Farmer Jones and his daughter, 
turned them out of the cart and drove off in it. 

“Dear, oh, dear,’ wailed the poor old man, 
“Here’s a nice to do—horse and cart and money 
all gone!” 

“Not the money,” broke in the daughter. “I hid 
the purse in my mouth.” 

“In your mouth, lass?” replied the old man, 
feebly. “Good for you! But what a pity your 
mother wasn’t there, then we might have saved the 
horse and cart!” 


A FINE DISTINCTION 


A congressional committee went to a northwest- 
ern state to assist in opening an exposition. There 
was a parade in the morning in which ail the visit- 
ing statesmen rode in automobiles. The local com- 
mittee brought the cars around to the leading hotel. 
The scheme was to have two senators or representa- 
tives and two local men in each car. 

After the vice-president and his party had been 
sent away a local notable who was acting as a major- 
domo came into the lobby of the hotel, where the 
statesmen were waiting, and bawled: 


“Two congressmen and two gentlemen, please!” 
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WHAT SHOULD MOTHER SAY? 


A Cornell professor and his wife were entertain- 
ing at dinner a few weeks ago. In the midst of 
the gayety at the table a child’s voice was heard 
coming from the floor above. 

“Mother!” he cried. 

“What is it, Archie?” she asked. 

“‘There’s only clean towels in the bathroom. Shall 
I start one?” 


FEWER WEDDING FEES, PARSON 


The minister was dining with the Fullers and he 
was denouncing the new styles in dancing. Turn- 
ing to the daughter of the house, he asked sternly: 

“Do you yourself, Miss Fuller, think the girls 
who dance these dances are right?” 

“They must be,” was the answer, “because I 


notice the girls who don’t dance them are always 
left.” 


THE GREATER FEAR 


“What are you, anyway?” contemptuously in- 
quired Mrs. Peck during the quarrel; “a man or a 
mouse ?” 

“A man,” answered Henry Peck bitterly. “If I 
were a mouse I’d have you up on that table now, 
yelling for help.” 
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FEMININE LOGIC 


Two married ladies were having a chat, and, as 
usual, the conversation veered round to the expense 
of living. 

“It’s really awful how the rise in prices has af- 
fected us!” said one, sadly. “Why, do you know 
that my bills for clothes this year are exactly dou- 
. ble what they were last year?” 

“Goodness!” gasped the other. ‘I don’t see how 
your husband can afford it.” 

“He can’t,” replied the first, calmly. “But, then, 
he couldn’t afford it last year, so what’s the dif- 
ference?” 


AND PLENTY OF TUBS 


European Tourist—“I tell you one thing, Amer- 
ica is far behind Europe in watering places.” 

Yankee—“So?”’ 

European Tourist—“It is!: Take England; she 
has her Bath; France has her Aix les Bain; Ger- 
many has her Baden Baden. What’s the United 
States got?” 

Yankee—“Saturday night!” 


HIGH-BROW LANGUAGE 


Bacon—“The giraffe is said to be the only ani- 
mal in Nature that is entirely dumb, not being 
able to express itself by any sound.” 

Egbert—“It’s just as well, for if it could speak 
it would talk over everybody’s head.” 
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CARELESS CUPID 


A somewhat impecunious young fellow rashly en- 
gaged himself to a charming young thing, who, 
shortly after the excitement had subsided, began 
to evince doubts. Said she: 

“How long, dearie, do you think we shall have to 
be engaged?” 

“Well, sweetheart,” said the young man, cheer- 
ily, “I have enough money to last for six months, I 
think.” 


THINKS HE’S FUNNY 


A retail dealer in leather goods wrote to a firm in 
Chicago: ordering a carload of merchandise. The 
firm wired him: 

“Cannot ship your order until the last consign- 
ment is paid for.” 

“Unable to wait so long,” telegraphed the leather 
merchant. ‘Cancel the order.” 


A STAY OF PROCEEDINGS 
Rastus had caught Sambo red handed. “‘Ah’m 


gwine hab yo’ arrested foh stealin’ mah chickens, 
yo’ Sambo Washin’ton—dat’s jess what ah’m gwine 
to do,” said Rastus. 

“Go ahead, niggah,” retorted Sambo. “Go ahead 
and hab me arrested. Ah’ll mek you prove whar 
yo’ got dem chickens at yo’self !” 
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HOLDING HIS OWN 


One evening a stern father came rather hurriedly 
into the parlor and was much shocked to see his 
daughter and her “young man” occupying the 
same chair. 

“Sir,” he said, shaking his head solemnly, “‘when 
I was courting my wife, she sat on one side of the 
room and I sat on the other.” 

“Well,” replied the suitor, not in the least 
abashed, “that’s what I should have done if I had 


been courting your wife!” 


A LITTLE BEHIND ON THE NEWS 


A commercial traveler found himself in a remote 
village inn when a heavy downpour of rain set in. 
“I say!” he said, addressing the waitress. “It looks 
like the flood.” 

“Like what?” the girl inquired. 

‘‘Like the flood. You have read of the flood, and 
how the ark landed on Mount Ararat, haven’t you?” 

“No, sir,” admitted the waitress. I ain’t seen a 


newspaper for more’n a week.” 


INTELLIGENT COMPOSITOR 


“The compositor has made it ‘deadlock’ instead 
of ‘wedlock.’ Shall I stop the press?” 

“Naw; let it go at that. Maybe the compositor 
was right. He is married and we are bachelors. 
Why should we think we know better than he?” 
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HOW DID SHE GET HOME? 


She hailed from a remote country village in Eng- 
land, and had traveled by rail on a visit to friends 
who resided in a distant town. While entering the 
railway station for the return journey she found 
to her dismay that she had lost her handbag, which 
contained her return ticket and cash. After a fruit- 
less inquiry and search a lady to whom she had 
spoken of her loss very kindly offered the suggestion 
that the old dame should wire to her husband at her 
expense and ask him to telegraph a money order, 
also telling him the circumstances in which she was 
placed. She assented to this, and the telegram was 
sent and duly delivered to the old dame’s husband. 
He tore the missive open and read it. “Any an- 
swer?” asked the messenger. “Na, nor brass, 
neither,’ said he; “they’ll find they nobbut got a 
noodle this time. They'll not hoodwink me; that 
bain’t Mary’s writin’. I could tell ’ers from hun- 


dreds.”’ 
GOING TO PRESS SOON 


The newspaper humorist went courting. He 
stayed late, very late, so late that the old man 
called down to his daughter, “Phyllis, hasn’t the 
morning paper come yet?” 

“No, sir,” answered the funny man, “we are 
holding the form for an important decision.” 

And the old man went back to bed wondering if 
they would keep house or live with him. 
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MAKE HIM WALK BOTH WAYS 


Thomas Mott Osborne, apropos of the charges 
brought against him as warden of Sing Sing, said 
at a dinner in New York: 

“The major charges answer themselves. As for 
the minor charges—well, they are so ungenerous 
and small as to be ludicrous. 

“They remind one in their ludicrous smallness 
of Mrs. Henry Peck. 

“ ‘My husband has been deceiving me again! this 
good lady snapped out at the sewing circle. 

“ ‘Qh, how so?’ the other ladies asked with eager 
interest. 

“ ‘Why,’ said Mrs. Peck, ‘here I’ve been giving 
Henry 10 cents a day to ride to and from the office 
for dear knows how long and I’ve just found out 
that the deceitful wretch walks one way and spends 
the nickel.’ ” 


FROM BAD TO WORSE 


“Yes,” the young medico sighed, “the healing 
profession is full of difficulties. The other day, for 
instance, I had a patient who ought to have gone to 
a warmer climate. Couldn’t afford it. I decided 
to try hypnotism. I painted a large sun on the 
ceiling, and by suggestion induced him to think it 
was the sun.” 

“And how did it work?” inquired the listener. 

The doctor passed a hand wearily over his brow. 

“‘}Te’s down with sunstroke,” he said, sadly. 
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HE’LL BE OLDER BY-AND-BY 


Little Jack was eight years old and a handsome 
youngster. Naturally, all the ladies who saw him 
wanted to kiss him, but Jack wasn’t old enough to 
appreciate his privileges. 

One afternoon several friends of his mother had 
called and they’d all kissed him. Then he went to 
the pictures later on, and instead of his pet cowboy 
scenes the films were all of the lovey dovey descrip- 
tion. 

With one thing and another, young Jack returned 
home quite fed up with the whole tribe of women. 

After he had been tucked up in bed, mother bent 
over his cot and said gently: 

“Give mother a kiss, dear.” 

But she pleaded again in vain; Jack wouldn’t. 
Instead, he looked toward the door, where father 
stood, and said, in exasperation: 


“Daddy, for goodness’ sake, give this woman a 
kiss !” 


THE BRAVEST MAN 


Speaking of the man who walks right up to the 
cannon’s mouth, there is L. C. Rosa of the Spear- 
ville News, who writes: 

‘We are willing to lend what assistance we can 
through this column for better babies. We have 
never seen one yet but what could be improved.” 
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SPOOFING THE BRITISHER 


An Englishman who stopped overnight at a 
western American hostelry noticed that instead of 
ringing a bell at mealtime the proprietor went to 
the front door and fired a double-barreled shotgun. 
Later in the evening the Englishman commented 
on the strange procedure. 

“That’s a novel idea of yours,” he remarked to 
the proprietor, “calling your guests by firing a 
gun.” 

“W-a-s,” drawled the proprietor, “it generally 
fetches °em around in time to say grace.” 

“Yes,” admitted the Englishman. ‘But pardon 
the question, why do you discharge only one bar- 
rel ?”’ 

“Wouldn’t do to shoot ’em both,’ answered the 
proprietor. “Have to keep t’other barrel to collect 
pay for meals and lodging!” 


HAS ALL HIS SUITS 


“T understand your husband lost his suit on a 
technicality, Mrs. Nurich.” 

“Pardon me, sir; I’ll have you understand that 
my husband pays cash for his clothes.” 


THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY 


States Attorney (to prospective juror)—“Have 
you formed any opinion on this case?” 

Mr. Henpeck—‘No, sir; I don’t think my wife 
has read anything about it yet.” 
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WELL, WHAT IS IT, ANYWAY? 


The young reporter meant well, but he was not 
posted up in the mysterious details of feminine fash- 
ion, and, being unexpectedly sent in an emergency 
to chronicle a fashionable wedding, he was very 
glad to avail himself of the good-natured hints of a 
lady journalist who stood beside him and took pity 
upon his masculine ignorance of chiffons. 

“That is Mrs. Betty Blank, with a pink plas- 
tron,” was one of her hints. Next morning she 
read with horror, “Mrs. Betty Blank looked very 
charming, and, by a tasteful arrangement of lace 
and silk, effectually concealed the pink porus plas- 
ter which her delicate health compels her to wear.” 


CAPTAIN OF INDUSTRY 


“You are charged with non-support, Rastus. 
What have you to say for yourself?’ inquired the 
judge. 

“Well, Jedge, I’se done got her three more wash- 
ings a week than any colored lady in the block.” 


CHEAPER THAN PAYING 


Tailor—“The baron—he’s a fine chap.” 

Valet—“But I thought he never paid his debts?” 

Tailor—No, he doesn’t, but every time I take 
a bill to him he calls his carriage and lets me drive 
home in it.” 
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ORDER IN THE COURT! 


A*Swede was being examined in a case in a Min- 
nesota town, where the defendant was accused of 
breaking a plate glass window with a large stone. 
He was pressed to tell how big the stone was, but 
he could not explain. 

“Was it as big as my fist?” asked the judge, who 
had taken over the examination from the lawyers, 
in the hope of getting some results. 

“It ban bigger,” the Swede replied. 

“Was it as big as my two fists?” 

“It ban bigger.” 

“Was it as big as my head?” 

“Tt ban about as long, but not so thick,” replied 
the Swede, amid the laughter of all but the judge. 


ONE DEAR SUFFICIENT 


“Now, remember, you are only allowed one deer,” 
said the license clerk. 

“That’s queer talk for a man about to be mar- 
ried.” 

“Oh! Did you wish a marriage license? I was 
issuing you a license to hunt.” 


PASSING THE BUCK 


Doctor—“You have nervous dyspepsia, same as 
Brown had. His was caused by worrying over his 
butcher’s bill. I directed him to stop worrying.” 

Stranger—“Yes, and now he’s cured and I’ve got 
it. I’m his butcher.” 
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APPLES 


Apples are born on trees, spend a large part of 
their lives in barrels and are buried in pies. 

There are several varieties, such as “The Apple 
of Discord,” “The Apple of My Eye,” “Adam’s Ap- 
ple,” “Apple Jack” and “Appleton’s Encyclope- 
dia.” 

There is also a variety known as “Pippins.” 
These have a rosy skin and frequently look better 
than they are. 

Apples, unlike melons, are eaten from the outside 
in, instead of from inside out, but sometimes, when 
green, produce an inside-out sensation. 

The only part of an apple that cannot be eaten 
is the core; on reaching that part of an apple you 
may want more, but are compelled to stop, hence 
the origin of the familiar cry, “Encore.” 

The apple is said to have caused the “first fall of 
man,”’ but since then the banana has given it a hard 
race. 

The three personages who have done the most to 
make the apple famous are Adam, William Tell 
and Colonel Toddy. 


DAD BARS JAZZ 


“TI broke some records this afternoon.” 

“TY didn’t know you were an athlete.” 

“I’m not; but the next time my daughter gives a 
dancing party she’ll find there isn’t any music to 
dance to.” 
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WOMAN’S WILES 


“What an awful time you take to get ready, Mil- 
dred! I wonder your husband doesn’t object to 
waiting.” 

Mildred turned from the mirror with the wiliness 
of former ancestresses in her eye. 

‘*‘Now, look here, my dear girl,” she said, “your 
going to be married, so I'll tell you a secret. My 
husband’s never quarreled with me for being late.” 

“You surprise me, for look at the time you take! 
Jack would be horribly annoyed.” 

“It’s like this, when he tells me to hurry, I say, 
‘All right, dear. Get your hat and stick, and I’ll be 
with you.’ ” 

“Well?” 

“You see, I previously hide them both, and when 
I go down and find them for him, it is he who has to 
apologize for keeping me waiting.” 


THAT SETTLED IT 


Henry Taylor, the British consul to Duluth, 
said of Mr. Lloyd George the other day: 

“Tf he’s unpopular now, it’s because he was so 
very popular before. His case is like that of the 
young lady. 

“‘ ‘What makes Marie so disliked?’ one girl asked 
another. 

“< ‘Why, don’t you know?’ the other answered. 
‘She got most votes at the bazaar for being popu- 


lar 219. 


yg 
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HARDHEADED LAWYER 


Among the witnesses in an assault case was a 
young doctor, and as his evidence was important the 
opposing counsel attempted to confuse him. 

“T suppose, sir,” he began, in a doubting voice, 
“that you are entirely familiar with all the symp- 
toms of concussion of the brain?” 

“T am,” replied the witness, coolly. 

“Then let me ask you a hypothetical question,” 
went on the counsel, with a meaning glance at the 
jury. ‘Suppose my learned friend, Mr. Banks, 
over there, and I should bang our heads together, 
should we get concussion of the brain?” 

“Mr. Banks might,” replied the witness, as coolly 
as before. 


KNOWS MORE THAN DAD 


Farmer Giles’ son is a smart lad, and attends a 
very good school. After the lad’s return to work 
from the Christmas holiday, a neighbor said to 
Giles : 

“Yon’t you find the house rather dull and lonely 
since your son went back to school again?” 

“Vos, it is rather lonesome,” agreed the farmer 
candidly ; “but it’s sort of restful, too. You see, 
that there lad has been so busy during the holidays 
eddicatin’ his mother and me, that we feel we need 
a turn at a holiday, same as he did.” 


THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 61 
SHE KNEW THEM 


Maggie was a maid in the employ of a Gotham 
family. One afternoon two women visitors rang the 
bell, and telling them to be seated, Maggie went 
into another part of the house to see if her mistress 
was in. 

“T am very sorry,” said the maid, returning a 
minute later, “but Mrs. Brown went out and won’t 
be back till dinner time.” 

“That’s too bad,” exclaimed one of the women 
as the callers started for the door. “And to think, 
too, that I have forgotten my cards. I will have 
ype? 

‘Never minds the cards, ma’am,” interjected 
Maggie with a kindly disposed smile. “I told the 


mistress your names when I went upstairs.” 


THE DOG IS TEMPERATE 


“T want a dish for my dog,” said the smartly 
dressed woman in the china shop. 

The assistant obligingly showed her several kinds, 
and at last the choice lay between two—one per- 
fectly plain at 9 pence and the other with the word 
“Dog” on it in blue letters, half a crown. 

“J will take the cheaper,” the customer decided, 
after much careful thought. “My little doggie can’t 
read; and my husband does not drink water !” 
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THIS IS NO JOKE 


A convict in a French penal colony who was serv- 
ing a life sentence there desired to marry one of 
the women convicts and made application to the 
authorities for the necessary permission. The goy- 
ernor of the colony offered no objections, but the 
priest proceeded to cross-examine the prisoner. 

“Did you marry in France?” 

SON Se 

“And is your wife dead?” 

‘‘She is.” 

“Have you any document to show that your wife 
1s dead?” 

“Now 

“Then I must decline to marry you. You must 
produce some proof that your wife is dead.” 

There was a pause and the bride-prospective 
looked at her would-be bridegroom. Finally he 
said: “I can prove that my former wife is dead.” 

“How will you do so?” 

“IT was sent here for killing her.” 

The bride accepted him notwithstanding. 


THEY ALWAYS SAY THAT 


Dealer—“This is the best parrot we have, but I 
wouldn’t sell him without letting you know his one 
fault; he’ll grumble terribly if his food doesn’t suit 
him.” 

Miss Fitz—‘Tll take him; it will seem quite like 
having a man in the house.” 
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OLD STUFF IN THIS COUNTRY 


A publican was prosecuted recently for selling a 
bottle of whisky during prohibited hours. <A bottle 
of whisky similar to that sold was produced as evi- 
dence. 

The jury heard the evidence and retired to the 
jury room. They presently returned. 

“My lord,” said the foreman, “the jury are quite 
satisfied as to the sale of the bottle, but they are 
not sure of its contents. May they have the bottle 
to satisfy hemselves?” 

“Certainly,” declared the judge. 

After a brief period the jury filed into the box 
again. 

“Well, gentlemen, have you reached a decision?” 
asked the judge. 

“No case, my lord,” said the foreman. ‘There 
was not enough evidence to go round.” 


WHY IS IT, GIRLS? 


Among the letters received by the editor of a 
“heart to heart” column in a certain paper was the 
following, written by a young man: 

“Please, can you tell me why a girl always closes 
her eyes when a fellow kisses her?” 

In a moment of fiendish frankness the man of the 
pen indited the following reply: 

“Send me your photograph, and perhaps I can 
tell you.” 
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BETTER NOT TELL HER 


Evanston—“You’ve got a piece of thread about 
your thumb.” 

Wilmette—“Yes, wife put it there to remind me 
to mail her letter.” 

“Did you mail it?” 

“Sure thing.” 

“Why don’t you remove the thread, then?” 

“Oh, I’m keeping that on to remind me to tell 
her I forgot to put a stamp on it.” 


OR A BIT TO THE LEFT 


Attorney—‘And you say you saw Mrs. O’Leary 
milking the cow?” 

Witness—“Yes, sir.” 

Attorney—“‘Well, where did you see Mrs. 
O’Leary milking the cow?” 

Witness—“I should guess just about the center, 
your Honor.” 


A MERE MATTER OF SIZE 


Billy, who had been having trouble with his older 
cousin Ralph, came into the house. His mother, 
knowing nothing of the trouble, said: 

“Billy, what would you like to give your Cousin 
Ralph for his birthday?” 

“JT know what I’d like to give him,” said Billy 
savagely, “but I’m not big enough.” 
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A HINT TO THE HENS 


Two witnesses were at the Waterford assizes in a 
case which concerned long continued poultry steal- 
ing. As usual, nothing could be got from them in 
the way of evidence until the nearly baffled prose- 
cuting counsel asked: 

“Will you swear, Pat Murphie, that Phady 
Houligan has never to your knowledge stolen chick- 
ens ?” 

“Bedad I would hardly swear, but I do know 
that if I was a chicken and Phady about I’d roost 
high.” 


HOLDING BACK THE WORST 


He had just been accepted by the only girl in all 
the world. 

“Does your father know I write poetry?” he 
asked, anxiously. 

“Not yet, dear,” she replied. “I’ve told him all 
about your drinking and gambling debts, but I 
couldn’t tell him everything at once.” 


WE HAVE OFTEN WONDERED 


“Father,” inquired the small boy, ‘“‘what’s a test 
case ?”? 

“A test case, my son,” replied his parent, “is a 
case brought into court to decide whether there’s 
enough in it to justify lawyers in working up more 
cases of the same kind.” 
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BEST IS WORST 


“Can you direct me to the best hotel in this 
town?” asked the stranger, who, after sadly watch- 
ing the train depart, had set his bag upon the sta- 
tion platform. 

“I can,” replied the man who was waiting for a 
train going the other way, “but I hate to do it.” 

“Why ?”? 

“Because you will think, after you’ve seen it, that 
I’m a liar.” 


DOC KNEW WHAT WAS COMING 


Willis—“They say Dr. Bump is very quick to 
send a bill.” 

Gillis—“Quick! He is premature. I happened 
to mention to him this morning that I am going to 
a bachelor supper tonight.” 

Willis—“Yes ?” 

Gillis—“And this afternoon I received a bill for 
tomorrow morning’s services.” 


WHAT ELSE ARE LAWYERS FOR? 


Two college students were arraigned before the 
magistrate charged with hurdling the low spots in 
the road in their motor car. 

“Have you a lawyer?” asked the magistrate. 

“We're not going to have any lawyer,” answered 
the elder of the students. ‘“‘We’ve decided to tell 
the truth.” 
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MARKED DOWN 


“Fore!” shouted the golfer, ready to play. 

But the woman on the course paid no attention. 

“Fore!” he repeated, with not a bit more effect 
than the first time. 

“Try her with ‘Three ninety-eight.’” suggested 
his partner. “She may be one of those bargain 
counter fiends.” 


NOBODY HOME 


“Oh, if I were only beautiful,” she sighed art- 
fully. 

“TI wouldn’t care if I were you,” he said. “You 
are very intellectual and you have a sweet disposi- 
tion. Besides you are nice to your mother and all 
that is much better than being beautiful.” 


And he never came to see her again. 


PROHIBITERS ARE SO SENSITIVE 


A temperance lecturer called on the editor of a 
well-known Irish journal. 

“T am told,” she said, angrily, displaying a copy 
of the paper, “that you wrote this notice of my 
lecture on “The Demon Drink’?” 

‘“That’s so,” was the reply. 

“Then, perhaps, you would be good enough to 
tell me what you mean by saying, ‘The lecturer 
was evidently full of her subject.’ ” 
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PINCH HIM 


The type of youth who indulges in loud clothes 
and a hat forced back over his ears dropped into 
the dental chair. 

“I’m afraid to give him gas,” said the dentist to 
the assistant. 

“Why fehl 

“How can I tell when he’s unconscious?” 


BRINGING UP FATHER 


Casey’s wife was at the hospital, where she had 
undergone a very serious operation a few days be- 
fore. 

Mrs. Kelly called to inquire as to Mrs. Casey’s 
condition. 

“Ts she restin’? quietly?” she asked. 

“No, but I am,” said Casey. 


STUCK, OWE, PERHAPS 


“Can I show you one of my new stucco houses ?” 
asked the affable builder of the man who was pass- 
ing. 

“Just how do you spell that word?” inquired the 
passerby. “I am not as inexperienced as I look.” 


WITH A BACK BAY VOCABULARY 
“Lay down, pup. Lay down! That’s a good 


doggie. Lay down, I tell you!” 
“Mister, you’ll have to say, ‘Lie down.’ He’s a 


Boston terrier.” 
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TREATING HER GOOD 


A’ farmer boy and his best girl were seated in a 
buggy one evening in town, watching the people 
pass. Near by was a popcorn vender’s stand. 
Presently the lady remarked: “My, that popcorn 
smells good!” ‘“That’s right, said the gallant. 
“Yll drive up a little closer, so you can smell it 
better.” 


AND PERENNIALS? 


“Now,” said the teacher in the botany class to 
a small boy, “can you tell me the difference between 
annual and biennial plants?” 

“Yes,” replied the intelligent youth. “Annuals 
are plants that die once a year and biennials are 
those that die twice a year.” | 


STARTING IN RIGHT 


“At least he was original in his proposal.” 

“Did he claim that you were the only girl he ever 
loved?” 

“No. He asked me if I’d forego the right nightly 
to demand of him where he had been till this hour.” 


TRANSPORTATION PROBLEM 


Briggs—“Is it true that you have broken off 
with that girl who lives in the suburbs?” 

Griggs—“Yes; they raised the commutation 
rates on me and I have transferred to a town girl.” 
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NO TREAT TO HER 


Miss Gigglegum (single and romantic)—“The 
shower of soot and ashes from Vesuvius must be an 
awe-inspiring sight. Would you not like to witness 
ate”? 

Mrs. Pottson Pans (married and prosaic)—“Oh, 
I don’t know—lI’ve seen my husband take down a 
stovepipe.” 


HORSE AND HORSE 


Little Tiddle (nervously to livery-stable keeper) 
—“Have you a very quiet horse? It must be like a 
lamb, neither kick nor shy, and not go too fast.” 

Livery Stable Keeper (eyeing him contemptu- 
ously )—“Certainly, guv’nr. Which’ll yer have—a 
clothes ’orse or a rockin’ ’orse?” 


THEY KNEW HIM 


“Did you hear dot Waffleheim hat de Abbendy- 
seeders?” 

“Vat has he got?” 

‘““Abbendyseeders.” 

“So? Vell, I bet you anyt’ing you like dot he 
ain’t got it in his own name.” 


NO PRESENTS EXPECTED 


‘Hallo, where have you been?” 

“T passed the Christmas holidays in Bermuda.” 
“You don’t know anybody there, do you?” 
“No; that’s why I went.” 
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WE PREFER OURS RAW 


A short little woman and her tall husband went 
to a cafe of the cheaper sort for dinner. “Will you 
have oysters?” asked the husband, glancing over the 
bill of fare. ‘‘Yes,” said the little woman, as she 
tried in vain to touch her feet to the floor, “and, 
Henry, I want a hassock.” Henry nodded and, as 
he handed the order to the waiter, said: “Yes, and 
bring the lady a hassock.” ‘One hassock?” asked 
the waiter, with what Henry thought more than 
ordinary interest, as he nodded in the affirmative. 
Still the waiter did not go, but brushed the table- 
cloth with a towel and rearranged the articles on it 
several times, while his face got very red. Then he 
came around to the husband’s side and, speaking in 
a whisper, said: “Say, mister, I haven’t been here 
long and I’m not on to all these things. Will the 
lady have the hassock broiled or fried?” 


FILLED THE BILL 


A Scottish farmer of a miserly disposition bought 
a horse at a fair. On the way home he thought a 
drink of water would refresh it, so he got a pail of 
water; but the animal would not take it. When he 
got home he offered it a feed of corn; but to his 
surprise it would not touch that, either. 

“Well,” he muttered to himself, “if only I was 
sure ye were a guid worker, ye’re the verra horse 


for me.” 
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NO ANSWER TO THAT 


C. L. Edson, “the man from Arkansaw,” who 
was formerly a paragrapher on a New York news- 
paper, was wandering along Broadway one evening 
when he came on a suffragist mounted on a soap box 
and orating to a considerable crowd of people. 

“What would home be without a woman?” the 
lady was demanding earnestly. “Can any of you 
gentlemen within sound of my voice think of any 
home without a woman? Can you?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Mr. Edson mildly; “I can.” 

“Oh, you can, can you?” said the suffragist with 
a slight tinge of sarcasm in her tone. “Well, my 
dear sir, will you kindly tell us what kind of home 
ge aes 

“The Old Soldiers’ home,” replied Mr. Edson. 


HE’S SORRY HE SPOKE 
Gnaggs—“I want you to understand, madam, 
that I am no fool.” 
Mrs. Gnaggs—‘“For once I agree with you. A 
fool and his money are soon parted, and I have 
never been able to get a dollar out of you.” 


ALREADY SUBSIDIZED 


“Now, Willie, let’s be frank with each other. 
What will you take an evening to let your sister 
alone while I’m with her?” 

“I can’t take anything. You see, sister has 
already made me an offer to hang around.” 
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THE LESSER EVIL 


“You are convicted of bigamy,” remarked the 
judge, impressively, while the prisoner glanced over 
his shoulder at three stern visaged women. “Now,” 
continued the court, “I intend to give you the 
severest penalty the law allows.’ Here the prisoner 
covered his face with his hands and wept. “I shall 
sentence you to prison for two years. What are 
you grinning at?” 

“J thought,” smiled the prisoner, through his 
tears, “you were a-going to let me go.” 


DRAWING THE LINE 


“There is nothing that women cannot do as well 
as men.” 

“Of course,” assented Mr. Meekton earnestly. 
“But, Henrietta, I do hope that none of you will 
insist on pitching for the home team in a close 
game.” 


A RARE TREAT 


“Supposing I give you your supper,” said the 
tired-looking woman, “what will you do to earn it?” 

“Madam,” said the wanderer, “I’d give you the 
opportunity uv seeing a man go t’roo a whole meal 
without finding fault wid a single t’ing.”’ 

The woman thought a minute, and then told him 
to come in and she’d set the table. 


74 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 


FACETIOUS FOWLS 


Henry E. Dixey met a friend one afternoon on 
Broadway. 

“Well, Henry,” exclaimed the friend, “you are 
looking fine! What do they feed you on?” 

“Chicken mostly,” replied Dixey. ‘You see, I 
am rehearsing in a play where I am to be a thief, 
so just by way of getting into training for the 
part I steal one of my own chickens every morning 
and have the cook broil it for me. I have accom- 
plished the remarkable feat of eating thirty chickens 
in thirty consecutive days.” 

“Great Scott!’ exclaimed the friend. “Do you 
still like them?” 

“Yes, I do,” replied Dixey ; “and, what is better 
still, the chickens like me. Why, they have got so 
when I sneak into the henhouse they all begin to 


cackle, ‘I wish I was in Dixey’.” 


GRAPE FRUIT, FOR INSTANCE 


Marie, the eight-year-old hopeful of a certain 
household of this city, was seated at the breakfast 
table one morning. As usual, eggs were served. 

Now, either Marie was not hungry or she had 
grown tired of the inevitable bill of fare, for very 
earnestly she lifted her eyes to Heaven and ex- 
claimed : 

“J wish to goodness hens would lay something 
besides eggs.” 
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HE GAVE HIMSELF AWAY 


There is a Cleveland man whose business often 
takes him to New York. . He doesn’t stay long— 
two days at the most—but it seems long to his wife. 
And the other day his wife objected. 

“My dear,” she said, “the next time you go to 
New York I want you to take me along.” 

“You wouldn’t have a good time,” he answered. 

“Why wouldn’t I have a good time?” 

“Because you have such a jealous disposition.” 

The next time she’s going if she has to travel on 
a different car. 


HAS THE SAME EFFECT 


Mr. Spuffinstein and his little son were walking 
down the main street the other day when a large 
poster caught the eye of little Ikey. 

‘“Fadder !’’ he cried, “give me a penny to go and 
see the sea serpent.” 

“Vasteful poy!’ exclaimed his parent. ‘“Vanting 
to pay a penny to see a sea serpent. Here’s a mag- 
nifying glass; go and find a worm.” 


CONGRATULATING THE COW 


It is said that a gravestone bears this inscription: 
“Here lies the body of Samuel Holden, who died 
suddenly and unexpectedly by being kicked to death 
by a cow. Well done, good and faithful servant!” 
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ALL THE DETAILS 


A Brookline man tells of calling on a young lady 
early one Spring morning. He had come in his big 
automobile and he wanted to give the young lady a 
morning spin through the country. A little girl, 
the young lady’s niece, answered the bell. 

“Ts your auntie in?” asked the man. 

Ves sir.” 

“That’s good. Where is she?” 

“She’s upstairs,” said the little girl, “im her 
nightie, looking over the banisters.” 


NOTHING TO LAUGH AT 


Uncle Josh — ‘“‘Here’s a letter from Nephew 
Harry, that’s gone to Africa, and says that within 
twenty rods o’ his house there’s a family o’ laughing 
hyenas.” 

His Wife—“‘Well, I am glad he’s got pleasant 
neighbors, anyway—that’s something.” 


HER RECORD 


“They called her the human graphophone.” 
“Just because she buzzes a bit?” 
“It’s on account of the airs she puts on.” 


BE MORE EXPLICIT 


Nurse—“The new patient in our ward is light 
headed.” 


Doctor—*‘Delirious, or blond?’ 
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SURPRISED HIMSELF 


“Your honor,” declared Officer McPherson, “I 
heard an awful yellin’ back in the wagon yard, and 
when I got there this man was beating his wife.” 

Judge Broyles turned sharply on the prisoner, a 
tall, gaunt farmer, with clay-colored complexion. 

“Is this true? Were you beating your wife, sir?” 
the judge demanded. 

ses,” Yer-fHonor.” 

‘How did you come to do it?” 

“Lord knows, judge. For twenty years she allus 
wuz th’ one what did th’ beatin’, but I jes’ hap- 
pened ter catch her when she wasn’t feelin’ right.” 


NO ARGUMENT AT ALL 


Mrs. Wickwire—“If woman was given the credit 
she deserves I don’t think man would be quite so 
prominent in the world’s history.” 

Mr. Wickwire—“I guess you are right. If she 
could get all the credit she wanted he’d be in the 
poorhouse.” 


EXPERT ADVICE 


“Who wrote that article on how to support a 
family of six on ten dollars a week?” a friend asked 
Woggles, the editor of the Ladies’ Household 
Friend. 

“Bingham, one of our best men,’ 
without a smile; “we pay him five thousand a year.” 


> 


said Woggles, 
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CHANGE OF DIET WANTED 


Bill Pinkerton, of the Chicago detective agency 
was accosted on State street by an ex from Joliet, 
to whom he had shown some favors in former years. 
The ex, being temporarily flush with money, invited 
Bill to have lunch with him at one of the fashionable 
restaurants. 

The ex offered the bill of fare to Bill, and the 
waiter, having taken his order, handed the French 
menu card to the ex. He looked at it a moment, 
puzzled at the strange hieroglyphics, and then 
turned to the waiter: ; 

“Where are the pork and beans on this card?” 

The waiter indicated the item. 

“Well, bring me everything above and below that 
line.” 


NOTHING PERSONAL 


Mrs. Brookline—“I understand the Eskimos are 
very keen domino players, and sometimes bet heay- 
ily, even putting up their wives and losing them.” 

Mr. Brookline—‘Well, Pll bet there are a lot 
of good losers among the Eskimos.” 


EASIEST KIND TO LOVE 


“They say people with opposite characteristics 
make the happiest marriages.” 

“Yes; that’s why I am looking for a girl with 
money.” 
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BEAT HIM TO IT 


A sea captain and a lawyer lived next door to 
each other. One very windy night the lawyer was 
reading a book in his study when a terrific crash 
upstairs startled him. Upon investigating he found 
that a chimney had hurled itself through his roof, 
doing considerable damage. He discovered that it 
was the sea captain’s chimney. Hastening down to 
his library he pulled out his law books and hunted 
up similar cases, devising and scheming how he 
could secure satisfaction from the detestable cap- 
tain. While he was thus engaged a note arrived 
from his enemy that read as follows: 

“Sir, if you don’t return those bricks at once 
I will put the matter in the hands of the law.” 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM 


“You married for love?” a young man said to 
this bride, mockingly. ‘Well, I happen to know 
that your ninety-three-year-old husband is worth 
two millions.” 

“Yes,” she answered; “it was for love of them 
that I married.” 


SEND HER TO THE MOVIES 


“Yes, sir, one hour’s uninterrupted reading each 
evening would make you—” 

“Uninterrupted? Where do you think my wife 
spends her evenings?” 
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UNCLE HAD SEEN IT BEFORE 


An impecunious actor was approached by a 
friend, who said: 

“Hello, Jones! I hear your watch has been 
stolen.” 

“Yes,” said Jones, “but the crook that got it has 
already been arrested. Just imagine! The fool 
teok it to the pawnshop. There it was at once 
recognized as mine, and the thief locked up.” 


WAITING FOR GABRIEL 


A man who lives alongside of Forest Hills Ceme- 
tery was asked if it was not an unpleasant location. 

“No,” said he; “I never resided in all my life with 
a set of neighbors that minded their own business 
so steadily as they do.” 


CUPID’S ARTILLERY 


“Engaged to four girls at once!” exclaimed the 
horrified uncle. ‘How do you explain such shame- 
less conduct on your part?” 

“TY don’t know,’ said the graceless nephew. 
“Cupid must have shot me with a machine gun.” 


MORE TROUBLE IN CHINA 


Mistress—‘‘What do we need for dinner?” 
Servant—Sure, ma’am, and I’ve tripped over 
the rug an’ we need a new set of dishes.” 
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TAKING NO CHANCES 


“Safety first” seems to be the motto of some of 
the judges in the West Indies. When an alien pris- 
oner is brought before them they consider the pos- 
sibility of a gunboat from the culprit’s native land 
popping in to make trouble. 

It is told that a Haiti magistrate on examining a 
prisoner found that he was from Switzerland. 

“Switzerland,” he mused. “Switzerland has no 
seacoast, has it?” 

*“No seacoast, your honor,’ 

‘And no navy?” 

“No navy, your honor.” 

“Very well, then,” said the judge. “T’ll give him 
a year at hard labor.” 


’ said the interpreter. 


HAS SHE A WASHBOARD? 


“T should think you would find it hard to know 
what to give her for her birthday. She has every- 
thing, you know.” 

“Yes, I know; still there are always some new 
useless things coming up.” 


THAT WOULD NEVER DO 


“‘Women have queer ways.” 

“How now?” 

“The styles call for mannish hats. So my wife 
bought a mannish hat for $18.” 

“Well?” 

“She could have bought a man’s hat for $4.” 
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MUST SUPPLY YOUR OWN 


For nearly an hour the salesman had been 
dilating on the marvels of the motor car he was 
trying to sell. 

“And the price of the car is $750,” the customer 
murmured thoughtfully. ‘Does that include every- 
thing?” 

““Yes—oh, no, of course, the lamps are extra.” 

“Lamps extra!” said the customer sharply. “But 
they are shown in the illustration.” 

“My dear sir, so is a very beautiful woman,” said 
the salesman smoothly ; “but we do not give a lady 
with every car!” 


ON HIS WAY 


A colored man came running down the lane as if 
a wild animal were after him. 

“What are you running for, Mose?” called the 
colonel from the barn. 

“T ain’t a-runnin’ fo’,’? shouted back Mose. “I’s 
a-runnin’ from!” 


YOU CAN’T BLAME THEM 


Judge—*I don’t think that women have always 
been vain; you know women were made before mir- 
rors.” 


Fudge — “And they’ve been before them ever 


since.” 
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THEY SELDOM DO 


“What in the world are you up to, Hilda?” 
exclaimed Mrs. Bale as she entered the nursery 
where her six-year-old daughter was stuffing broken 
toys, headless dolls, ragged clothes and general 
debris into an open box. 

“Why, mother,” cried Hilda, “can’t you see? 
I’m packing a missionary box just the way the 
ladies do; and it’s all right,” she added reassuringly, 
“I haven’t put in a single thing that’s any good 
at all!” 


ANOTHER CRIME CONTEMPLATED 


In Nevada a man arrested for a penal offense 
was assigned a lawyer whose crude appearance 
caused the unfortunate prisoner to ask the judge: 

“Your Honor, is this my lawyer?” 

$6Ves)7? 

“Is he going to defend me?” 

Ves.” 

“Tf he should die, would I have another?” 

“Ves.” 

“Can I see him alone in the back room for a few 
minutes ?”” 


TRY A CHANGE OF FEED 


First City Man — “How are you coming along 
with your poultry venture?” 

Second Ditto—‘“‘lT’ve been swindled. I bought 
three different incubators, and not one of them has 
laid an egg yet.” 
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NOT IN GRAY’S BOTANY 


The famous botanist was pacing slowly along the 
country road, his eyes, as usual, roaming from side 
to side for new plants to study. 

Suddenly an eager look swept across his features, 
and he leaned over the low fence enclosing a cottage 
garden. He had found a plant he did not know. 

What could it be? If only he had a specimen of 
it to study! 

At that moment a shocked-headed lad strolled 
along the road and stopped to gaze open-mouthed 
at him. 

“T say!” called the botanist, urgently. ‘See that 
plant there—that pale pink one in the corner? 
Do you know it?” 

“Aye,” said the country boy, briefly. 

‘“What’s its name? Do you know what family it 
belongs to?” 

The lad jerked a grubby thumb over his shoulder 
toward the little cottage as he spoke more briefly 
still: 

“Higginses !” 


“WE NEVER SLEEP” 


Great Detective—Ah, I see you have a new cook, 
my dear.” 

His Wife—How did you know it?” 

Great Detective—“I noticed the imprint of a 
strange thumb on my soup plate.” 
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LOVE IS SO RECKLESS 


A young miner got married, and for the first 
week’s housekeeping expenses he gave his wife the 
good round sum of $1. The girl, to his surprise, 
accepted the dollar cheerfully, and that week they 
lived abundantly enough, albeit plainly. 

So, for the second week, the miner doled out only 
half a dollar. Then his wife went for him. She 
told him what she thought of his meanness. The 
house reverberated with her indignation. The 
miner, in the midst of the storm, clapped on his hat 
and stalked out, muttering: 

“T see what’s the matter here. I spoiled ye the 
first week.” 


THE MEAN THING 


Caller—“That’s a very good cake, my dear; did 
you make it yourself?” 

Hostess—“No, I didn’t, and I’m never going to 
make another cake. George was perfectly horrid 
about the last one. He broke a tooth over it, and 
said I ought to be making munitions.” 


YOU CAN’T DODGE IT 


Hub—“Well, it takes two to make a quarrel, so 
T’ll shut up.” 

Wife — “That’s just like a contemptible man. 
You’ll sit there and think mean things.” 
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THEY ARE BETTER THAT WAY 


A young woman who does a bit in the line of 
verse recently received the following note from a 
magazine editor: 

‘Dear Madam — The verses entitled ‘The Kiss’ 
are extremely clever. Can you assure me that they 
are original ?” 

Whereupon the fair writer answered : 

“Sir—Not quite. ‘The Kiss’ was a collabora- 
tion.” 


WONDER WHAT THE BOBBY DID 


Foggs (in London for the first time) — “Hi! 
policeman, I’ve just missed my wife. If she should 
come along will you ask her to wait here for me?” 

Policeman—‘But how am I to know her?” 

Foggs—“Ah, to be sure; I hadn’t thought of 
that. Well, tell her not to wait.” 


NOT A BIT BOISTEROUS 


Late-comer at Lecture (to occupant of aisle 
seat)—“Is the seat next you reserved?” 

Occupant—“Evidently. It hasn’t made a sound 
since I came in.” 


POOR INVESTMENT 


“Did you enjoy your stay in the hospital?” 

“No. It cost me $45 a week to see the doctor 
make love to the nurse, and I can see the same thing 
in the movies for thirty cents.” 
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COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF 


It was an evening party and Dodge asked Keller: 

‘Who is that impressive-looking woman over 
there?” 

“That’s Mrs. Moore,” was the reply. “She’s a 
remarkably strong-minded woman. It is said she 
commands a large salary.” 

“Indeed,” said Dodge reflectively, as he looked 
at the woman, with interest. ‘How does she earn 
ite?’ 

“She doesn’t earn it,” said Keller. ‘Her hus- 


band earns it, and she commands it.” 


DOGGONE IT! 


She—“If I’d known you’d be such a brute to 
poor Fido I’d never have married you.” 

He—“The anticipated pleasure of kicking that 
miserable little beast was one of my chief reasons 


for proposing.” 
NO TROUBLE AT ALL 


First Trooper Imperial Yeomanry (discussing a 
new officer)—‘“Swears a bit, don’t ’e, sometimes?” 

Second Trooper—* ’E’s a masterpiece, ’e is, just 
opens ’is mouth and lets it say wot it likes.” 


FROM NATURAL CAUSES 


“So they hanged old Sweeney’s son at last?” 
“Yep; died a natural death.” 
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NO WONDER SHE FAINTED 


“Your fashionable friend seems to be threatened 
with palpitation of the heart.” 

“Yes, she has just received a dreadful shock.” 

“And what happened to fortune’s favorite?” 

“She was sitting in an employment office waiting 
for a chance to look at a cook when a haughty dame 
swept up and offered her a job.” 


THOSE LETTUCE SANDWICHES 


Maywood Mother: ‘This is a toy tea set my little 
girl has for afternoon parties. She likes to serve 
make-believe tea and make-believe sandwiches. It’s 
a harmless fancy.” 

Guest: “‘Perfectly! Dve been to grown-up affairs 
where they did it!” 


CAUSE FOR POPULARITY 


“TI wonder why Miss Snow is such a social fav- 
orite?”’ said Mrs. Jenks. “She doesn’t sing or play, 
or even recite.” 

“Well,” returned Mr. Jenks, “probably that’s 


the reason.” 


TRIES IT ON THE DOG 


“Does your wife neglect her home in making 
speeches?” 

“Not a bit of it,” replied Mr. Meekton. ‘She 
aiways lets me hear the speeches first.’ 


THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 89 


NOT A GOOD DISGUISE 


The costumer came forward to attend to the 
nervous old beau who was mopping his bald and 
shining poll with a big silk handkerchief. 

‘And what can I do for you?” he asked. 

“J want a little help in the way of a suggestion,” 
said the old fellow. “I intend going to the French 
students’ masquerade ball tonight, and I want a 
distinctly original costume—something I may be 
sure no one else will wear. What would you sug- 
gest?” 

The costumer looked him over attentively, bestow- 
ing special notice on the gleaming nob. 

“Well, I’ll tell you,” he said then, thoughtfully, 
“why don’t you sugar your head and go as a pill?” 


WILL GET ACQUAINTED LATER 


The Girl—“You say that Miss Padds and Jack 
Pott are going to be married. Why, I didn’t know 
they knew each other.” 

The Cynic—“They don’t. That’s why they are 
going to be married.” 


THINK OF THAT! 


He—“Suppose you get into office and there’s a 
proposition comes up that you know absolutely 
nothing about. What would you do?” 

She—“Unlike the men, I think we’d have sense 


enough not to meddle with it,” 
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HE HAD NO FEARS 


A Boston couple were touring in Sicily. At a dis- 
tance from one of the large towns, the wife said: 

“Think, Albert, if the brigands should come now 
and take me from you!” 

“Impossible, my dear!’ 

“But supposing they did come and carry me 
away, what would you say?” 

“T should say,” replied the husband, “that the 
brigands were new at the business—that’s all.” 


YANKEE THRIFT 


A clergyman in New Hampshire tells of a com- 
munication he received with reference to a marriage 
that was to take place at his house. 

“This,” read the letter, ‘tis to give you notice 
that I and Miss Jennie Alice Boggs is coming to 
your church on Saturday afternoon next to un- 
dergo the operation of matrimony at your hands. 
Please be prompt, as the carriage is hired by the 
hour.” 


NO MORE WORRY 


Mr. Manley—‘‘Well, my dear, I’ve had my life 
insured for five thousand dollars.” 

Mrs. Manley—*‘How very sensible of you! Now 
I sha’n’t have to keep telling you to be so careful 
every place you go.” 
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LEAVE THE ROOM, SIR 


Mr. and Mrs. Bailey were entertaining a few 
friends. 

“Yes, I think I really must get a motor car in 
the spring,” said the host casually, during a lull 
in the conversation. “I haven’t quite decided what 
make yet; but it’s no use getting a cheap one, 
they’re sometimes so unreliable. I suppose I can 
get a really serviceable little affair for $1,500 or 
so.” 

While the company were still gasping at this 
careless mention of wealth, one lady turned to 
Bailey junior and remarked: 

“J say, Tommy, your father’s going to buy a 
motor car for you to ride in.” 

Eight year old. Tommy turned gleefully to his 
parent. 

“I say, dad,” he asked, “will that funny look- 
ing man call every week for the money like he did 
last year when you bought the bicycle?” 


GETTING BACK AT DOC 


A Quincy physician passing by a stonemason’s 
shop called out: 

“Good morning, Mr. Jones. Hard at it, I see. 
I suppose you finish them as far as ‘In memory of, 
and then wait to see who wants a monument next?” 

“Well, yes,” replied the old man, “unless I hear 
somebody’s ill and you’re attending them, then I 


keep right on.” 
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INSUFFICIENT COMPENSATION 


The “one-gallus” customer drifted into a coun- 
try store in Vermont. 

“Gimme a_nickel’s worth of asafetida,’ he 
drawled. 

The clerk poured it out and pushed it across 
the counter. 

“Charge it.” said the customer. 

“What’s your name?” asked the clerk. 

“HHoneyfunkel.” 

“Take it for nothing,” said the shopman. “I 
wouldn’t write ‘asafetida’ and ‘Honeyfunkel’ for 


five cents.” 


NOT WHERE WE TRADE 


Jones (to his grocer) —“You seem angry, Mr. 
Brown.” 

Brown—“I am. The inspector of weights and 
measures has just been in.” 

Jones—“Ha, ha! He caught you giving fifteen 
ounces to the pound, did he?” 

Brown—‘“Worse than that. He said Id been 
giving seventeen.” 


DELAYED IN TRANSMISSION 


“When I said my prayers last night didn’t you 
hear me ask God to make me a good boy?” 

“Yes, Bobby, I did.” 

“Well, He ain’t done it.” 
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EVERYBODY ACCOMMODATED 


The following conversation was overheard in a 
railway train not long ago: Just as the train was 
moving from the station two men were bundled into 
a carriage. Both were of the sporting type, and 
were evidently particularly keen on racing. 

“TLet’s ’ave a look at yer paper, Bill,’ said Char- 
he. 

“Ere we are, Charlie,” said Bill, handing his 
friend an evening paper. “Wonderful things, news- 
papers, aren’t they, Bill? They’ve got so many 
different sorts of things in *em—stories, cookery, 
murders, suicides, racin’—somethin’ for everybody, 
in fact.” 

“You’re right they are, Charlie.” 

“But what’s this ’ere blank space, Bill?” point- 
ing to the blank space reserved for stop press news. 

“Oh,” replied Bill, “that’s for people wot can’t 
read.” 


EVERY MAN TO HIS TRADE 


Patrick, the peace-loving carter, had been invited 
by the amateur pugilist, whom he had unwittingly 
offended, to “come out and have a go.” Patrick’s 
glance traveled uneasily between the pugilist’s rap- 
idly revolving fists and his own cart. 

“Fight you?” he said. ‘No, no. Fightin’ is 
your trade. But I’ll drive a cart with you if you 
like.” 
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GETTING EVEN WITH HER 


James, an eight-year-old lad, had been naughty 
to the point of evoking a whipping from his long- 
suffering mother, and all day long a desire for 
revenge rankled in his little bosom. 

At length bedtime came, and, kneeling beside her, 
he implored a blessing on each member of the fam- 
ily individually, his mother alone being conspicuous 
by her absence. Then, rising from his devout 
posture, the little suppliant fixed a keenly tri- 
umphant look upon her face, saying, as he turned 
to climb into bed: 

“I s’pose you noticed you wasn’t in it.” 


MEANT IT ALL THE TIME 


“Ever have any accidents?” asked the insurance 
man of the lanky Westerner who had put in an 
application for a policy. 

“Nope.” Then he added as an afterthought: 
“Got a couple of rattlesnake bites, though.” 

“Great Scott, man! Don’t you call those acci- 
dents?” 

“No, sir. They bit me on purpose.” 


LACKS CHIEF QUALIFICATION 


Mrs. Bacon—“I understand that Mrs. Styles 
took her baby to the opera.” 

Mr. Bacon—‘What for, I wonder? The little 
thing can’t talk yet.” 
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IT CAME OFF 


“Among the tenements that lay within my juris- 
diction when I first took up mission work on the 
east side,” says a New York young woman, “was 
one to clean out which would have called for the 
best efforts of the renovator of the Augean stables. 
And the families in this tenement were almost as 
hopeless as the tenement itself. 

“On one occasion I felt distinctly encouraged, 
however, since I observed that the face of one 
youngster was actually clean. 

is ‘William,’ said I, ‘your face is fairly clean, but 
how did you get such dirty hands?” 

“‘*Washin’ my face,’ said William.” 


ON THE WAR-PATH 


Wesley Kading, who is employed in a moving- 
picture theater in Sioux Falls, arrived Saturday 
to spend a two weeks’ vacation shooting and visit- 
ing his parents and friends.—Country Paper. 


UNSATISFIED LONGING 


“I know where I could get a couple of tolerably 
fair husbands,” sighed the widow, “but what I’ve 
always really wanted is a white velvet opera cloak.” 


CONSTANT EXPOSURE 


“How did Teller get his cold?” 
“Al the drafts in the bank go through his cage.” 
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BOUND TO STEAL SOMETHING 


The prisoner had for the tenth time been con- 
victed for theft and to avoid punishment for this 
last offense had promised to enlist. 

The judge was greatly perplexed as to what de- 
gree of leniency he should deal out. Addressing 
the counsel, he remarked: 

“It is difficult to see what use such a man as your 
client would be in the army.” 

Counsel for the defense, in a desperate effort to 
say something in the prisoner’s favor, replied: 
“Well, my lord, he might be usefully employed in 
stealing a march on the enemy !” 


SAYS SO IN THE BIBLE 


A Chicago kiddie recently “stumped” his mother 
with this query: 

““What’s the Miz?” 

“The Miz, dear? I’m sure I don’t know. Where 
did you hear about it?” 

“At Sunday school. The superintendent said 
God made heaven and earth an’ all that in the 
Miz!” 


DIDN’T BUDGE HIM 


“The language you use to that mule is perfectly 
shocking !”” 
“Yes,” replied the driver, “it seems to trouble 


everybody but the mule.” 
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For sale—A good hen now laying eggs, also new 
potatoes, fence posts and russet apples.—Advt. in 
Kent’s Mills (Va.) Herald. 

Mrs. Abner Corliss has returned from her wed- 
ding trip.—Furnace (Mich.) Banner. 

Miss Clara Atkinson and her two children are 
visiting her mother over at Grayson Village.— 
Calabas (Cal.) Sentinel. 

A lot of people at the church conference last 
Tuesday evening were shocked when the phono- 
graph that had been playing sacred music ground 
out “We Won’t Go Home ’Til Morning,” which is 
a drinking song. Daniel Norton, who run the 
machine, was blamed, but he says his boy William 
probably got that record and put it in the lot 
among the others on purpose. William is wearing 
a new hat. Perhaps he won it on a bet that he 
dassn’t do it.—Buena Vista correspondent Hart- 
ley (Ill.) Tribune. 


Ben Stevenson was badly butted in the back 
pasture by an ugly ram at his Uncle Isaac’s farm 
last week.—Wirth (Va.) Courier. 

Mrs. Williams has bought her an automobile. 
You ought to get some nice man to run it for you, 
Widow Williams.—Crockett’s correspondent, Wy- 
' the (Va.) Banner. 
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Warning.—I have set a spring gun and a bear 
trap in my cider cellar and I won’t pay funerai 
expenses for anybody who gets killed while I am 
attending our county convention.—E. C. FORT- 
IER.—Freedom (Neb.) Keporter. 


The Young Ladies’ Auxiliary marched in the 
parade and there was thirty of them. Their uni- 
forms consisted of a narrow blue sash—Newton 


(Ga.) News. 


WHY TEACHERS GET WRINKLES 


Some Answers—Can You Guess the Questions? 
A triangle is a circle with three corners to it. 


The alimentary canal connects Lake Erie with 
the Hudson River. 


The government of a country that is ruled by 
a king is a monkey. 
A saxaphone is an instrument played on by the 


early Saxons. 


A mountain range is a big cooking stove used in 
a hotel. 


The torrid zone is caused by the friction of the 
equator which runs round the earth in the middle. 


In some cities a woman can vote at a school elec- 
tion if she has been the mother of a child for eight 
weeks at least. 
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Longitude and latitude are imaginary lines on 
the earth which show you which way you are go- 
ing. 

A vacuum is an empty place with nothing in it. 

A Mr. Newton invited gravity with the aid of 
an apple. 

There was no such man as Hamlet. He lived in 
Denmark. 

A curve is a straight line that has been bent. 

Bi-monthly means the installment plan. 

The climax is caused by hot and cold weather. 

The Pagans were a contented race until the Chris- 
tians came among them. 

A moat was something like a wart which grew on 
barons. 

A boy who is amphibious can use all of his hands. 

The days are shorter in Winter because of cold 
contracts. 

Gold was discovered in California before any one 
knew it was there. 

Mars is the name of a star so far off it would 
take a million years to walk there in an express 
train. 

A miracle is anything that someone does that 
can’t be done. 


When a volcano spits fire it is called saliva. 
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VENUS WONDERS 


Ann Eliza, a dusky washerwoman in Mobile, was ~ 
being courted by a swain, who approached her as 
she was at her wash tub. After a few preliminary 
greetings she turned to him with: “Is you-all shore 
yo’ loves muh?” “ ’Cose I’s shore!” was the indig- 
‘nant response. There followed a moment of si- 
lence, during which the washerwoman attacked her 
wash with renewed vigor. Then, pausing an in- 
stant in her work, she added, suspiciously: ‘‘You- 
all ain’t lost yo” job, has yo’?” 


SOME FUSSER 


“Smith is a great man to worry over nothing, 
isn’t he?” said Brown. 

““Yes,”’ replied Jones. ‘Why, if he took an ocean 
voyage, he would worry for fear the sea would dry 
up and leave him stranded in the mud.” 


THE RETORT CONJUGAL 


He—“Once for all, I demand to know who is 
master in this house?” 

She—You will be happier if you don’t find 
out.” 


WASTE OF TIME 


“To whom shall I go to get advice on how to 
succeed in life?” 

“Go to someone who has failed; the successful 
people are too busy to talk.” 
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MADE OF CAST IRON 


“You say that women haven’t the endurance of 
men ?” 

“They haven’t.” 

“That they can not successfully resist unusual 
mental strain, or physical fatigue—that they lack 
nerve and patience and endurance?” 

SeViag.” 

‘Do you see that little woman over there?” 

*¥es.7° 

*“You have never known a man who could endure 
what she has endured.” 

“Eh! Why, what is she?” 

_ “She’s the reader of the love-stories submitted 


to a popular magazine.” 


RIGHT IN THE SWIM 


Banks—“I had a new experience yesterday, one 
you might call unaccountable. I ate a hearty din- 
ner, finishing up with a Welsh rabbit, a mince pie 
and some lobster a la Newburg. Then I went to a 
place of amusement. I had hardly entered the 
building before everything swam before me.” 

Binks—“The Welsh rabbit did it.” 

Bunks—‘“‘No, it was the lobster.” 

Bonks—“I think it was the mince pie.” 

Banks—‘“‘No, I have a simpler explanation than 
that. I never felt better in my life. I was at the 


aquarium.” 
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_CAUSE FOR REJOICING 


“Ma,” asked a Cambridge youngster, “is the 
ink that papa writes with indelible?” 

“No, it isn’t,” answered his mother. “Why?” 

Johnny breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Tm glad it isn’t,” he said, “for I just spilled it 
all over the carpet.” 


BREAKING THE MONOTONY 


Tradesman (who has been at the telephone for 
a quarter of an hour, to his apprentice )—‘Here, 
William, take the receiver. As long as my wife is 
talking to me, you don’t need to make any reply; 
only when she asks, ‘Are you still there, James?’ 
say ‘Yes, Amelia, dear.’ ” 


ANOTHER STRING NEEDED 


“What’s that piece of cord tied around your 
finger for?” 

“My wife put it there to remind me to post a 
letter.” 

“And did you post it?” 

“No; she forgot to give it to me.” 


BUT APPLES AREN’T RIPE THEN 


Post—“Our first parents had no sense of the 
proprieties.” 

Parker—“No, indeed! I understand that 
Adam’s fall was in the spring.” 
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TO HIGHER AUTHORITY 


Some of the returned doughboys were regaling 
their friends with the story of the encounter be- 
tween Army Chaplain McGregor and a Y man. 

“T didn’t like your prayer this morning,” said the 
Y. guy. 

“No? What was the matter with it?” 

“Well, in the first place it was too short, and, 
besides, you used several expressions in it of which 
I do not approve.” 

“It might be well to remember,” the Chaplain 
retorted, “that the prayer was not addressed to 


you.” 


SOME ARE LIKE THAT 


Church service was over, and three prominent 
members of the congregation walked home together 
discussing the sermon. 

“T tell you,” said the first, enthusiastically, “Dr. 
Blank can certainly dive deeper into the truth than 
any preacher I ever heard.” 

“Yes,” said the second man, “and he can stay 
under longer.” 


“Yes,” said the third, “and come up drier.” 


DEPENDS UPON THE GIRL 


“Then you believe in early marriage?” 
“Yes. How can a man be any girl’s ideal after 
he gets fat and bald?” 
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NATIONAL CELEBRITY 


“That stringy looking lady going by over there 
is our well-known authoress!” triumphantly stated 
the landlord of the Petunia tavern. ‘“‘Her con- 
tributions are printed in the big newspapers all over 
the country. She is an old maid. Her name is 
Miss Clessaphine Clatter.” 

“Strange, but I do not remember having heard 
anything about her,” said the stranger. ‘What 
does she write—poetry?” 

“Nope; testimonials. She has been cured of 
*most all the heirs that human flesh is ill to, as the 
feller said.” 


UNUSUAL ATTRACTIONS 


*T am afraid, madam,” said a man who was look- 
ing for rooms, “that the house is too near the sta- 
‘tion to be pleasant.” 

“It is a little noisy,” assented the landlady, “but 
from the front windows one has a fine view of all 
the people who miss their trains.” 


HE’D BEEN THERE A MONTH 


“Hi there, sir,” shouted a Florida landlord to a 
departing guest who was rushing for the train, 
“you’ve dropped your pocketbook.” 

“All right,” shouted back the guest without 
stopping. “I’ve no further use for it.” 
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NEW INVENTION NEEDED 


“Have you any alarm clocks?” the worried look- 
ing lady asked the jeweler. 

“Yes, madam. About what price would you like 
one?” 

“T don’t know about the price,” replied the cus- 
tomer, “if I can only get one that will wake up the 
maid without disturbing the whole family.” 

“Tm sorry, madam,” said the jeweler regret- 
fully ; “but I haven’t that kind in stock. We only 
keep the usual kind—the clocks that wake up the 
whole family without disturbing the maid.” 


SO THEY CHANGED THE SIGN 


A farmer hitched his team to a telephone pole. 

“Here,” exclaimed a policeman, “you can’t hitch 
there |” 

“Can’t hitch!” shouted the irate farmer. ‘Well, 
why does the sign say: ‘Fine For Hitching?’ ” 


HE MEANT WELL 


She—“I appreciate the compliment, but I’m 
afraid I could never make you happy.” 
He—“Oh, yes, you could. You don’t know how 


easily pleased I am.” 


COULDN’T QUALIFY 


Unlucky Motorist (having killed the lady’s pet 
puppy )—‘‘Madam, I will replace the animal.” 
Indignant Owner—“Sir, you flatter yourself.” 
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MODERN FINANCIERING 


Dr. Max Starkloff says a friend who had a repu- 
tation for a very “touching way” met him recently 
and said: 

“Look here, doctor, I’m terribly mortified about 
not having paid back that dollar I borrowed from 
you last June, but honestly, old man—” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Starkloff. “Don’t 
speak of it.” 

“Oh, but I must speak of it,” said the fellow. “I 
can’t treat a friend that way, you know, and I—I 
want to pay you and I will, doctor—sure thing. If 
you will lend me $2 I’ll pay that dollar right this 
minute and we can start the new year fresh.” 


ANGEL CHILD 


Mary, a small but up to date maiden, had been 
to tea for the first time with the new neighbors 
next door. And, from all accounts, the little girl 
there had not been at all generous in permitting 
Mary to share her playthings. 

“Well,” said Mary’s mother, when she had heard 
all about it, “if anybody had treated me like that 
when I was a little girl, I would have come straight 
home.” 

The girl of today shrugged her small shoulders, 
as she answered: 

“Umph! Things have changed since your day, 
mother. I slapped her face and stayed.” 
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NOT HIS STORE 


Police Magistrate—“Well, sir, what are yeu up 
here for??? 

Prisoner—“For attending to business, your 
honor, I was arrested merely because I opened a 
drug store.” 

Police Magistrate—“I can see nothing wrong 
about that. Is the man’s story true, officer?” 

Officer—“It is, so far as it goes, your honor. 
But he neglected to state that he opened the store 
at 2 a. m. with a jimmy.” 


GETTING INTO A SCRAPE 


An old customer of a barber shop in Cincinnati 
was astonished to find one morning that, instead of 
his usual barber, there had been assigned to him a 
mere apprentice, the son of the proprietor. 

“What!” exclaimed the old patron, “are you go- 
ing to let this boy shave me?” 

“Oh, come,” said the proprietor. “Let the boy 
have his fun for once. It’s his birthday, sir.” 


NO LABEL ON IT 


Elizabeth was studying in her history about the 
discovery of the Pacific ocean by Balboa. 

“Well,” said she looking up from her history, 
“what I don’t understand about this discovery 
business is how Balboa knew it was the Pacific ocean 
when he had never seen it before.” 
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GENTLE ZEPHYRS 


Two farmers met in a certain town a day or 
two ago after a cyclone had visited that particular 
neighborhood. 

“She shook things up pretty bad out at my 
place,” said one, stroking his whiskers meditatively. 

“By the way, Hi,” he added, “that new barn o’ 
yourn get hurt any?” 

“Well,” drawled the other, “I dunno, I haven’t 
found it yet.” 


A BUSTED MONOPOLY 


A little girl—now eight years old—had been 
the pet of the family. : 

Everyone made much of her, but when there was 
a new little baby brother she felt rather neglected. 

“Flow are you, Mary?” a visitor asked of her one 
afternoon. 

“Oh, I’m all right,” she said, “except that I think 
there is too much competition in this world.” 


THEN SHE BLUSHED 


“Do you know anything, doctor,” said Mrs. Fin- 
nikin, “that will put a little color into my cheeks? 
I am so dreadfully pale.” 

“Well, madam,” replied Dr. Blunt, “perhaps if 
I tell you that you have a hole in your stocking 
about the size of a half-dollar it may have the de- 
sired effect.” 
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ALWAYS BE POLITE 


A certain professor is unusually courteous, both 
in and out of the classroom. One day he made a 
bonfire in his back garden. The flames, creeping 
rapidly through the dry stubble, frightened him, 
and he believed his house was in imminent danger. 
So he ran wildly down the street, crying at the top 
of his voice: 

“Help! Fire! Fire! Help!” 

And then, as if thinking himself too abrupt and 
urgent, he politely added, so his neighbors say: 

“That is, all those who can conveniently do so.” 


MAKING HIM BALANCE 


A mother sent this somewhat satirical note to the 
teacher of her small son: 

“Pardon me for calling your attention to the 
fact that you have pulled Johnnie’s right ear until, 
it is getting longer than the other. Please pull his 
left ear for a while and oblige his mother.” 


A CORKER 


> asked a slim- 


“Are you of the opinion, Jamies,’ 
looking man of his companion, “that' Dr. Smith’s 
medicine does any good?” 

“Not unless you follow the directions.” 

“What are the directions?” 


“Keep the bottle tightly corked.” 
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TRY THIS SOMETIME 


Francis Wilson, the comedian, says that many 
years ago when he was a member of a company 
playing “She Stoops to Conquer,” a man without 
any money, wishing to see the show, stepped up to 
the box office in a small town and said: 

‘‘Pass me in, please!” 

The box office man gave a loud, harsh laugh. 

“Pass you in? What for?” he asked. 

The applicant drew himself up and answered 
haughtily : 

“What for? Why, because I am Oliver Gold- 
smith, author of the play.” 

“Oh, I beg your pardon, sir,” replied the box 
office man, as he hurriedly wrote out an order for 
a box. 


THE BUSY SIGNAL 


= “How about that telephone girl who married for 
love?” 
“The line is still busy.” 
‘What do you mean?” 
*“‘She’s doing the family washing.” 


ENTIRELY SUPERFLUOUS 


Little boy (reading aloud)—‘‘And David said 
in his haste, ‘All men are liars.” Say, father, whz 
didn’t he mention women also?” 

“He didn’t consider it necessary, my son.” 
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THE CURFEW LADY 


The transcontinental tour of the liberty bell 
occasionally revealed a confusion of ideas about 
United States history on the part of the observers. 
Take, for instance, the remark of the Englishman 
as the bell made its triumphal progress through 
Los Angeles. 

Removing his hat in solemn respect to the great 
emblem, he turned to his companion. ‘“But—lI say, 
old chap,” he expostulated in puzzled disappoint- 
ment, “why don’t they have the lady clinging to 
the clapper?” 


NOW HUNT FOR A FLAT 


A young Swede appeared at a Plymouth County 
law office and asked for a license. 

“What kind of a license?” asked the judge. “A 
hunting license?” 

“No,” was the answer. “Aye tank aye bane hunt- 
ing long enough. Aye want marriage license.” 


KNEW HIS ETIQUETTE 


Uncle Ernest (improving the shining hour)— 
“And what do we do with the flesh of the whale?” 

Bobby—“‘Eat it.” 

Uncle Ernest (sarcastically )}—“Oh, do we? And 
what do we do with the bones?” 

Bobby—“Put ’em on the edge of the plate.” 
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MIXED HIS GEOGRAPHY 


A priest one Sunday was showing off his class 
and proceeded to ask one little boy in the presence 
of the archbishop: “What is matrimony?” 

The little boy’s eyes bulged out at the sudden- 
ness with which the question was put, and then he 
said mechanically: ‘Matrimony is a state of pun- 
ishment to which some souls are condemned, to suf- 
fer for a while before they are considered good 
enough to go to heaven.” 

“Tut, tut,” said the priest. ‘’That.is the defini- 
tion of purgatory.” 

“Let him alone,” said the archbishop. “He may 
be right—what do you and I know about it, any- 
way?” 


WITH HELP FROM ABOVE 


Josephine and Janet met one morning at the 
literary club and began chatting. 

“T hear that Laura’s engagement to the young 
minister is off,” remarked Janet. “Do you know 
why they quarreled?”’ 

“Why, yes, she told me,” said Josephine. “He 
was awfully nice in many ways, she said, but he 
was horrible jealous and so unfair.” 

“In what way was he unfair?” 

“Laura told me that every time she would make 
an engagement to go motoring with some other 
man he would pray for rain.” 
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FIRST ESSENTIAL 


“No,” said the fair one, “I can never marry you. 
I have decided to go on the stage and make a career 
for myself.” 

“Foolish girl!’ exclaimed the wooer. “Don’t you 
know you can never make a career on the stage 
until you have been divorced at least once? And 
how can you be divorced without first getting 
married ?” 

“Harold,” she cried, “your arguments are un- 
answerable. I am yours,” 


MAKING IT UNANIMOUS 


Sarcastic Father—“Julia, that young man Smily 
has been here three nights in succession, and it has 
been nearly midnight when he left. Hadn’t you 
better invite him to bring his trunk and make his 
home with us?” 

Innocent Daughter—‘Oh, papa! may I? It is 
just what he wanted, but he was too bashful to ask 
you. He’ll be delighted when I tell him this even- 
ing.” 


HARD TO LEARN 


“What are your daughters studying now?’ 

“Nothing,” replied Mr. Cumrox. “They have 
learnt all about music, painting an’ literature. All 
they’ve got left to learn is not to bother people 
with them.” 
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HOW TO RAISE THE RENT 


In a certain Yorkshire town a landlord does not 
receive very hearty welcome on Monday mornings 
and a tenant in one of the houses there recently 
handed the landlord half a crown towards the rent. 

“Is this all you’ve got for me, and you so much 
in arrears?” scowled the landlord. 

“Go on now and be satisfied,” replied the tenant. 
“You wouldn’t have had that, only my man has 
been and sold the back door.” 


NOT A RECOMMENDATION 


A restaurant keeper hung out this sign: “Cof- 
fee: Such as Mother Used to Make.” 

One morning a man entered the cafe, and as the 
waiter approached him he inquired, pointing to 
the sign: 

“Is your coffee really such as mother used to 
make?”” 

“It is, sure!” replied the waiter, convincingly. 

“Then,” said the man, with a reminiscent look, 


“give me a cup of tea.” 


SO MANY HAVE THEM 


“T have never owned any automobiles,” said the 
man who hadn’t yet paid for his home, “but I can 
say one thing in praise of them.” 

“What is that?” inquired Henderson. 

“They have made mortgages respectable.” 
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HIS FIRST LESSON 


A young chap from Toulon went to Paris to 
study medicine. He paid no attention to his stud- 
ies, however, gave himself up to the dissipations 
which Paris affords and spent considerably more 
than his allowance. His father, not relishing the 
expenditure of his son, decided to visit him. One 
day as the two were sight-seeing they came upon an 
imposing building. 

“What is that beautiful building?” the father 
asked carelessly. 

“T really don’t know,” replied his son, “but I will 
ask this policeman.” 

*That,” responded the latter, “is the school of 


medicine.” 


GENUINE RESULTS 


A store in a certain district displays in one of its 
windows this notice: 

“Football results received here.” 

Into this haven one Saturday evening a man en- 
tered, supporting a young man whose figure testi- 
fied to the fact that he had been engaged in some 
deadly encounter. 

“Ye receive football results here, I see,” said the 
former. 

“Yes, we do,” replied the clerk. 

“Well, here’s one from the match. Ye might 
keep him till he comes to himself.” 
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STEP LIVELY 


oe An English weaver, who had spent two or three 
years in America, was paying a visit to the old mill 
to see some of his former workmates. 

One of them said to him: “I hear it’s all hustle 
and bustle in America. In fact, you ’aven’t time to 
eat.” 

“Hustle and bustle,” said the visitor. “Why, 


when I left here I spel’t my name ‘Mirrill,’ but now 
T spell it ‘Merrell’ !”’ 


“How’s that?” asked his friend. 


““Because,” replied the American, “I haven’t time 
to dot the ‘i’s’ !” 


WELL, WHERE HAD HE BEEN? 


Roderick—“Great Scott! Has Bilkins lost his 


mind ?”” 
Van Albert—“I don’t think so. Why?” 


Roderick—“‘Just look at the illumination in his 
house. He has had every gas jet burning all day 
long.” 


Van Albert—“‘O, that’s just a little scheme Bil- 
kins has to increase his gas bill this month. His 
wife is coming back tomorrow, and he told her he 
had been remaining at home and reading every 
night since she went away.” 
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MOST ASTONISHING IGNORANCE 


Friend (admiring the prodigy)—“Seventh 
grade, is she? Plays the pianner an’ talks French 
like a native. I'll bet.” 

Fond but “Touchy” Parent—“‘I’ve no doubt 
that’s meant to be very funny, Bill Smith; but as 
it ’appens you’re only exposin’ your ignorance; 
they ain’t natives in France—they’re as white as 
wot we are.” 


SUCH AN AGREEABLE CUSS 


“So my daughter has consented to become your 
wife. Have you fixed the day of the wedding?” 

The young man smiled. 

“I will leave that to her.” 

‘Will you have a church or private ote 

“Her mother can decide that.” 

“What have you to live on?” 

“JT will leave that entirely to you, sir.” 


AMATEUR GRAVE DIGGER 


Caddie (to golfer, who has been lifting the turf 
all the way round the course)—“You’ll be a stran- 
ger in these parts, I suppose?” 

Golfer—“Well, not exactly a stranger. I was 
born here and all my folks are buried hereabouts.” 

Caddie (as the golfer lifts another piece of turf 
with his driver) —“I doot you’ll no get deep enough 
with your driver; you’d better tak’ your iron.” 
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NOT A BRAIN CELL WORKING 


The men engaged in cutting off the ends of pro- 
truding ties on the elevated railway were explicitly 
instructed, for the sake of innocent passers-by on 
the street below, never to allow a piece of tie to fall 
to the street without a rope attached to it. 


One day, as the end of a tie was sawed off, the 
man on the job threw the rope, tie and all into the 
street. 


“Hey, there, what er you doin’!” yelled an in- 
dignant foreman. 


“Ye told me not to let anything drop to the 
street widout a rope attached,” rejoined the man 
in a surly tone. “Well, ain’t I obeyin’ orders?” 


KEEP YOUR EYE ON SPOKANE 


In an Ohio town is a colored man whose last 
name is Washington. Heaven has blessed him with 
three sons. 


When the first son arrived the father named him 
George Washington. In due season the second son 
came. Naturally he was christened Booker Wash- 
ington. When the third man child was born his 
parent was at a loss at first for a name for him. 
Finally, though, he hit on a suitable selection. 


The third son, if he lives, will go through life as 
Spokane Washington. 
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COULDN’T FOOL DOC 


The private had had pneumonia and had been for 
some time in the hospital, where they treated him so 
well that he was much averse to the prospect of 
being discharged as “cured.” One day the doctor 
was taking his temperature and while Tommy had 
the thermometer in his mouth the doctor moved on 
and happened to turn his back. Tommy saw his 
chance. He pulled the thermometer out of his 
mouth and popped it into a cup of hot tea, replac- 
ing it at the first sign of the medico’s turning. 
When that worthy examined the thermometer he 
looked first at Tommy and then back to the ther- 
mometer and gasped: 

“Well, my man, you’re not dead, but you ought 
to be.” 


ADVANTAGES OF POVERTY 


“Doctor,” said the young man, “I have a queer 
pain in my side.” 

The doctor’s eyes glittered. 

“Yes, yes!” he said. ‘Low down in the right 
side! That’s it, isn’t it?” 

“Now, doctor,” said the young man. “I only 
get $10 a week, so don’t you go looking for any 
expensive appendicitis symptoms.” 

The doctor’s face fell, and it turned out that the 
young man only had indigestion after all. 
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FAIR WARNING 


A physician tells this story of a bright boy, his 
own, who had reached the mature age of nine, after 
an early career marked by many wild and mis- 
chievous pranks, 

His restless nature has made him something of a 
torment to his teacher at times, and one afternoon 
not long ago she kept him after the others were 
dismissed and had a serious talk with him. Perhaps 
she was a little afraid that her admonitions were 
falling on stony ground. Anyway, she finally said: 

“Y certainly will have to ask your father to come 
and see me.” 

“Don’t you do it,” said the boy. 

The teacher thought she had made an impression. 
“Yes,” she repeated, “I must send for your father.” 

“You better not,” said the boy. 

“Why not?” inquired the teacher. 

“*Cause he charges $2 a visit,” said the scamp. 


MARVELOUS INTUITION 


The Colonel—‘So the bank refused to cash that 
check I gave you, Rastus !” 

Rastus—“Yessah. Dat cashier man dun hav 
positively de most uncanny mind Ah ebah saw, sah.” 

The Colonel—Uncanny ?” 

Rastus—“Yessah. Jes’ as soon as Ah dun tell 
him whose check Ah had he said it was no good 
eben befo’ he dun look at it, sah.” 


THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 121 


BARRYMORE PLEASE WRITE 


A man from “upstate” had gone to the theater 
in New York. In an interval between the acts he 
turned to the metropolitan who had the seat next 
him. 

“Where do all them troopers come from?” he 
inquired. 

“I don’t think I understand,” said the city 
dweller. 

“T mean them actors up yonder on the stage,” 
explained the man from afar. ‘Was they brought 
on specially for this show or do they live here?” 

“T believe most of them live here in town,” said 
the New Yorker. 

“Well, they do purty blamed well for home 


talent,” said the stranger. 


EASY WHEN YOU KNOW HOW 


Experienced Traveler (at railway restaurant )— 
“When did that man at the other table give his 
order?” 

Waiter—“ ’Bout ten minutes ago, sir.” 

“What did he order?” 

“Beefsteak and potatoes, sir.” 

“How much did he tip you?” 

“*A dime, sir.” 

“Well, here’s a quarter. Cook him another steak 
and bring me his.” 

Se Vigecceilt. 
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SHERLOCK ON THE JOB 


An Englishman serving his country as attache to 
the British embassy at Washington says that Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle has more than once been 
sought out by persons desirous of consulting him 
about thefts. 


To one such woman Sir Arthur good naturedly 
said, “My detective powers are quite at your 
service.” 

“Frequent and mysterious thefts,” said the 
woman, “have been occurring at my house for a 
long time. There disappeared last week a motor 
horn, a broom, a box of golf balls, a left riding 
boot, a dictionary and half a dozen tin plates.” 

“The case is perfectly clear,” said Sir Arthur, 
“you keep a goat.” 


TO DRIVE DULL CARE AWAY 


“Oh, wine does sometimes help you get through 
work! For instance, I have often twenty letters to 
answer after dinner and a pint of champagne is a 


great help,” 


said the facetious one. 

“Indeed!” remarked a wise old gentleman, ‘does 
a pint of champagne really help you to answer the 
twenty letters?” 

“No,” the other explained; “but when I’ve had 
a pint of champagne I don’t care a rap whether I 
answer them or not.” 


7 
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THE BIG NOISE 


The regular trombone player of a Scottish 
orchestra was ill with a cold, and the conductor 
reluctantly accepted the services of a man who 
played in an amateur brass band. He was natur- 
ally a little doubtful, however, of the technical 
ability of the substitute. 

After the first performance the new player 
asked the conductor how he had done. 

The conductor replied that he had done fairly, 
but that perhaps he would do better the next night. 

The newcomer, eyeing him gratefully, answered: 
*“Man, ye see, the music is a’ strange tae me the 
nicht, but ’m no’ jist shair o’t yet, but you wait 
tae the morn’s nicht, and ye’ll no hear ane of thae 
fiddles at a’! 


MA WAS PLEASED 


Tommy, with a determined look on his face, 
marched into the parlor and up to his pretty sis- 
ter’s ardent suitor. 

“What’s them?” he demanded, thrusting out a 
grimy hand full of small white objects. 

“Beans,” promptly replied the young man, with 
an ingratiating smile. 

“He does know ’em, maw,” bawled Tommy tri- 
umphantly to the adjoining room. “You said he 
didn’t.” 
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NOT REFLECTING ON DAVID 


At a meeting in Wales at which Lloyd George 
was to speak, the chairman, a Welsh deacon, got up 
at the opening of the proceedings and said: 

“Gentlemen, I have to introduce to you tonight 
the member for Carnarvon boroughs. He has come 





to reply to what the bishop of said about 
Welsh disestablishment. In my opinion, gentle- 
men, the bishop is one of the biggest liars in crea- 
tion, but, thank Heaven, in Lloyd George we have 
a match for him tonight!” 

Lloyd George laughed so much at his chairman’s 
faux pas that it was some moments before he could 
begin his speech. 


HOW TO KEEP A SERVANT 


“I’m sorry, mum, but I’ve got to leave you. I’ve 
taken another place.” 


“Another place? Why, Mary, is it a matter of 
money ?” 

“No, mum, the new folks are going to pay me 
just the same wages as you.” 

“Are they offermg you easier work?” 

“No, mum, the work is just about the same.” 

“Then why are you leaving us for them?” 


“Well, you see, mum, they have a 1924 model 
auto, and we servants can’t afford to get behind the 
times any more than other folks.” 
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THIS DOESN’T ALWAYS WORK 


After walking together from the station the two 
men paused at the corner of the street. Then said 
one of them, a newly married man: 

“We are just close to my house. Won’t you 
come in and have a bit of dinner?” 

“Thank you,” said his friend, hesitatingly, “but 
your wife—” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” the young husband quickly 
assured him. “If her cooking is a success she’ll be 
pleased to have another to eat it; and if it’s a 
failure—I shall!’ 


NO ZOO FOR GRANNY 


They were off to Egypt, and one high-spirited 
young soldier was saying good-bye to his grand- 
mother, who was very upset at his leaving her. 

Endeavoring to cheer the old lady up, he said, 
“Never mind, granny, [ll bring you a pyramid 
back !” 

Whereupon the old lady haughtily replied, ‘‘No, 
you won’t; I’ll have none o’ your foreign animals 
here.” 


WILLING TO ASSIST 


Trainman — “Now, then, miss, get in quick, 
please. The train is just going to start!” 

Young Lady—“But I want to give my sister a 
kiss.” 

Trainman—‘Get in, I’ll see to that.” 
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NOT VERY CONSISTENT 


“Willie!” cried Mr. Hotspur, while the family 
were at breakfast, “how many times must I tell you 
not to jump up from the table and walk around 
the room?” 

“I was only goin’ to—” 

“IT don’t care what you were going to do! No 
well bred person jumps up from the table and 
capers around the floor. It is extremely impolite 
and to others most annoying. Take your seat this 
instant and remember what I have told you.” 

“Yessir,”’ said Willie. 

.But the next night, when Willie and his little 
brothers and sisters were snugly tucked in bed, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hotspur went out to the theater and to 
supper. 

“Come on, Clara,” cried Mr. Hotspur, jumping 
up from his table in the restaurant. “If that fat 
couple over there can fox trot in public I guess we 
can. Come on!” 


> 


BUT DAD HAS HIS DOUBTS 


Papa—“Is the teacher satisfied with you?” 

Toby—“Oh, quite.” 

Papa—*Did he tell you so?” 

Toby—‘‘Yes; after a close examination he said 
te me the other day, ‘If all my scholars were like 
you I would shut up my school this very day? 
That shows that I know enough.” 
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THE HAM WHAT AM—NOT 


The other day a colored porter in a certain west 
side store was dispatched upon an errand which he 
was not in sympathy with, that of toting a well- 
boiled ham down the street. The butcher noticed, 
upon giving the colored man the ham, that the 
paper was torn. 

“Sam,” he said to the porter, “be careful of that 
ham, as the paper is torn and you might drop it in 
the street.” 

“Aw right, boss,” answered Sam, “I'll be pur- 
tickurly cah’ful not to drop it.” 

Not a long while after the butcher found Sam 
in the basement of the store, chewing away on a 
small piece of ham. 

“What are you doing there, Sam?” asked the 
butcher. 

“Well, boss,” answered Sam, “I dropped the ham 
and Ah didn’t want you to know it, so’s Ah jest 
figured Ah’d bettah eat it and destroy the evi- 
dence.” 


NOT ALWAYS 


‘What is the plural of man, Johnny?” poked the 
teacher of a small pupil. 

“Men,” answered Johnny. 

“Correct,” said the teacher. ‘And what is the 
plural of child?” 

“Twins,” was the unexpected answer. 
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BETTER WRITE IT 


Sportsman (north for partridge shooting, to 
Highland gillie)—“Donald, I want you to deliver 
a message for me in the village.” 

Donald—‘“‘Very weel, sir.” 

Sportsman—“‘You know where Miss Brighteyes 
lives ?”” 

Donald—“Och, yes, sir.” 

Sportsman—“Well, Donald, call on Miss Bright- 
eyes and say Mr. Masher presents his compliments, 
and is very sorry that business will prevent him 
calling this evening.” 

Donald—“Very weel, sir.” 

Sportsman—“One moment. Do you think you 
could remember a sentence of poetry?” 

Donald—“Och, yes, sir.” 

Sportsman—‘Then tell her, “Though lost to 
sight, to memory dear.’ ” 

Donald (at the village, to Miss Brighteyes)— 
“Mr. Masher is ful’ 0’ complaints, an’ is very sorry 
he canna be wi’ ye the nicht, an’ tho’ he’s lost his 
sicht his memory is clear, an’ may the Almighty 
forgi’e me for the lee I’m tellin’ ye.” 


NO REFUND 


Angry Customer—‘Look here! This stuff you 
sold me for my hair’s not a bit of good. You guar- 
anteed every bottle, you said.” 

Chemist (cornered )—“So we do, sir, but not the 
contents.” 
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THE USUAL PROCEDURE 


Paul Armstrong once told how a lawyer acquaint- 
ance of his, who lives in Seattle, was retained to 
defend a colored man accused of absconding with 
the funds of a colored debating society. The out- 
look for the defendant was rather black. 

At the trial the attorney for the defense arose, 
as soon as the charge had been read, and said: 

“Your Honor, I move that this indictment be 
dismissed—” 

Before he could proceed further his client was 
on his feet, too, addressing the bench without a 
trace of embarrassment. 

“Your honah,” said the defendant briskly, “I sec- 
onds dat motion.” 


PERFECTLY HOPELESS 


A tramp meekly knocked on the back door of a 
rural home and asked a bite to eat from the house- 
wife, who responded: 

“You don’t look like a man who should starve,” 
she declared, after a critical survey. ‘Why don’t 
you go to work?” 

“T would lady,” was the reply of the hobo, “only 
everybody I go to wants a letter of reference from 
my last employer.” 

“Well, can’t you get one?” 

‘No, ma’am,” he answered. ‘He has been dead 


more than thirty years.” 
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NOTHING TO LOOK AT 


A farmer returning home late at night found a 
man standing beside the house with a lighted lan- 
tern in his hand. “What are you doing here?” he 
asked, savagely, suspecting he had caught a crim- 
inal. For answer came a chuckle, and “It’s only 
mee, zur.” 

The farmer recognized John, his shepherd. 

“It’s you, John, is it? What on earth are you 
doing here this time o’ the night?” 

Another chuckle. “I’m a-courtin’ Ann, zur.” 

“And so you’ve come courting with a lantern, 
you fool. Why, I never took a lantern when I 
courted your mistress.” 

“No, zur, you didn’t, zur,” John chuckled. “We 
can all zee you didn’t, zur.” . 


THEN COME IN TO PRAYERS 


Grocer (complacently to clerk)—‘Did you read 
in the paper about this ’ere sugar swindle, Bill?” 

Vester: 

‘What robbers there are in the world! The days 
when honest men were in business seem to have gone 
by. 


see) (Sire 
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“By the way, Bill, you might put another gallon 
of water in the vinegar while you have nothing 
to do.” 
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A QUESTION OF ENJOYMENT 


It was a sweet, sad play, and there was hardly a 
dry handkerchief in the house. But one man in 
the first balcony irritated his neighbors excessively 
by refusing to take the performance in the proper 
spirit. Instead of weeping, he laughed. While 
others were mopping their eyes, his own brimmed 
with merriment and he burst into inappropriate 
guffaws, 

At last the lady by his side turned upon him © 
indignantly : 

“T don’t know what brought you here,” she 
sobbed, with streaming eyes, and pressing her hand 
against her aching heart; “but if y-you don’t like 
the p-play you might I-let other p-people enjoy it.” 


ONE-THIRD SAVED 


It’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good. 
Once more was the truth of the proverb to be 
demonstrated. 

A shipwrecked sailor having got ashore on a 
desert island was delighted to find that his lifebelt 
had been dishonestly filled with sawdust instead of 
with cork. 

“This means an abundance of breakfast food!” 
he exclaimed. “It only remains to provide lunch 


and dinner and I am saved.” 
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ONE BEFORE EACH MEAL 


Witherspoon thought it was a good chance to 
get some medical aid without paying for it. 

“How do you do this morning, colonel?” asked 
Dr. Soonover. 

“Poorly, doctor, poorly. For some time past I 
have been suffering from weakness. As you see, I 
can hardly walk. What shall I take, doctor?” 

“Take a taxi,” replied the doctor gruffly as he 
strode off. 


Ae AND A LITTLE DEAR 


The five-year-old daughter of a well known 
humorous writer, appeared one morning at the 
breakfast table with suggestions of a cold beginning 
to manifest itself. 

“Why, Kathleen,” said her father, “you are a 
little hoarse !” 

“Am I?” said Kathleen resentfully. ‘‘You said 
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I was a little pig yesterday ! 


ON ONLY ONE STRING, TOO 


Norah, fresh from old Ireland, stared at the 
baby’s toy balloon, which wavered at a place two 
or three feet higher than her head and was anchored 
to the back of a chair. 

“°Tis quare and wonderful entirely!” she said, 
raising her hands. ‘To see it up and balancin’ 


its own self—and it standin’ on a string!” 
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BENEATH HIS DIGNITY 


Despite his illiteracy, Mose Belt, a leading citizen 
of an Alabama town, has gathered quite a compet- 
ency from his white washing and calcimining trade. 

Recently, during the course of some business 
with a notary, the latter produced a document: 

“Sign your name here, Mose.” 

“Look heah,” said Mose, with offended dignity. 
“T doesn’t sign mah name, suh. I’s a business man, 
sah, an’ has no time for dem trifling details. I al- 
ways dictates mah name, suh.” 


IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE 


A party of musicians were out “busking” one 
Christmas eve, and their music was not such as 
would “‘soothe the savage breast.” 

They were about to begin playing in one of the 
streets when an elderly dame came out and, hand- 
ing them a coin, remarked: 

“You need not bother to play. I heard you in 
the next street.” 


CAN THIS BE TRUE? 


Naomi—‘“‘What do you think? Gwendolyn posi- 
tively refuses to give a talk on Bergson at our club 
next week.” 

Diana—“What reason did she give?” 

Naomi—‘“None at all! Only said she didn’t 
know anything about Bergson.” 
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NO CHANCE FOR ARGUMENT 


“Gimme a dime’s wuth o” dried beef an’ some 
crackers,” said Uncle Josh to the young lady in 
charge of the ribbon counter in a downtown store. 

“You have evidently made a mistake in the place,” 
she smilingly replied. “This is a dry goods store.” 

“Waal, now, I reckon I know’d that, b’gosh,” 
said the old man; “an’ ef dried beef an’ crackers 
hain’t dry goods, then I’d like to know what in 
tarnation you’d call ’em?” 


THREE GUESSES FOR DAD 


The Thinker—“I’ve got a letter from my son 
out West.” 

His Friend—“What is Tom doing now?” 

The Thinker—“That’s what I can’t make out. 
He says he is engaged in the destruction of weeds. 
Now, that may mean he’s smoking a good many 
cigars, or that he is trying to induce some widow 
to make a second venture, or it may mean that he 
is doing farm work.” 


TIME IS WEALTH 


“I see you carrying home a new kind of break- 
fast food,” remarked the first commuter. 

“Yes,” said the second commuter, “I was missing 
too many trains. The old brand required three 
seconds to prepare. You can fix this new brand in 
a second and a half.” 
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A GOVERNMENT GAMBLE 


An Arkansas man who intended to take up a 
homestead claim in a neighboring state sought in- 
formation in the matter from an‘Irish friend. 

*T don’t remember the exact wording of the law,” 
said the Celt, “but I can give you the meaning of 
it all right. It’s like this: The government of the 
United States is willin’ to bet ye 160 acres of land 
against $14 that ye can’t live on it five years with- 
out starvin’ to death.” 


MODERN PHILANTHROPY 


“Yes, sir,” said the kindly looking gentleman 
during a discussion in the railway car. “I firmly 
believe that it is a man’s duty to share any good 
luck he may have with his wife. For instance, 
when he makes a little extra profit he ought to 
buy her a new dress.” 

“A good idea,” agreed the man in the corner. 
“Er—are you a social philosopher, sir?” 

“No,” replied the other, “I’m a wholesale dress 


manufacturer.” 


EXPERIENCE IS A GOOD TEACHER 


“You say -you have quit smoking?” 

“Yep; never going to smoke again.” 

“Then why don’t you throw away those cigars ?” 

“Never! I threw away a box of good cigars the 
last time I quit smoking and it taught me a lesson.” 
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THE MINISTER WAS MARRIED 


Just as a clergyman was about to enter the pul- 
. pit to conduct the service a couple from a near-by 
town presented themselves, making known their 
anxiety to be married as quickly as possible. The 
clergyman, an extremely methodical man, replied 
that he could not oblige at that moment, but that 
immediately upon the conclusion of the service he 
would take pleasure in making them man and wife. 

So, after demurring, the couple seated themselves 
in the rear of the church. When the minister had 
finished his remarks he cleared his throat and made 
the following announcement : 

“The parties who are to be joined in matrimony 
will present themselves at the chancel immediately 
after the singing of hymn 425, ‘Mistaken Souls 
That Dream of Heaven’.” 


MIGHT DO FOR A HUMMING BIRD 


In a primary school the other day the teacher 
sought to convey to her pupils an idea of the use 
of the hyphen. She wrote on the blackboard 
“‘bird’s-nest,” and, pointing to the hyphen, asked 
the school: 

“What is that for!” 

After a brief pause a young son of the Emerald 
isle piped out: 


“Please, ma’am, for the bird to roost on.” 
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RED AND WIGGLY 


A New Englander who is a great angler and 
whose fish stories are listened to most attentively by 
his eight-year-old son recently became a father for 
the fifth time, another boy being brought by the 
stork. 

The eight-year-old was told of the arrival of this 
new brother, and he was very curious to see him. 
The father took the first opportunity to gratify 
the lad’s curiosity. The kiddie gazed at the bit of 
red humanity for quite a while, and then, with great 
gravity, he looked into his father’s face and said: 

“Dad, he’d make first rate bait, wouldn’t he?” 


DID HE TAKE IT? 


Head of Business—“What position do you desire 
in our establishment, sir?” 

College Graduate — “Oh, something like confi- 
dential adviser or general manager.” 

Head of Business—“Good! You may have both 
jobs. I will make you an office boy.” 


CONGRESSIONAL CANDOR 


“TI always like to meet a fellow who came from a 
farm,” remarked Congressman Flubdub. 

ues ee 

“Yes. You can advise him to go back to it if 
he isn’t a success, and congratulate him on leaving 
it if he is.” 
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DOWN AGIN, UP AGIN 


The foreman swore at Cassidy for not fully load- 
ing up his hod. The hod, he said, would hold so 
many bricks, and Cassidy must take a full load up 
the ladder every trip. 

One morning the supply of bricks ran out and 
Cassidy, after gathering every brick in sight, found 
he was still short of the proper number. He yelled 
up to the workman on the fifth story. 

“What do you want?” asked the workman. 

“Throw me down wan brick,” shouted Cassidy, 
“to make good me load.” 


“HOW DAINTY” IS BETTER 


Pusher—“Gusher is not very happy in his choice 
of adjectives.” 

Usher—“Why so?” 

“Miss Gumms fished for a compliment by asking 
him what he thought of her slippers.” 

“And what did he say?” 

“He said they were immense.” 


LOCAL PRIDE 


“We should do our best to live in comfortable 
and happy surroundings.” 

“That’s a good idea,” replied the conspicuously 
contented citizen, “but it’s impractical. If every- 
body were to move to Kansas our beautiful state 
would be overcrowded.” 
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TRYING TO SQUARE HIMSELF 


In Savannah, Ga., Bill Donovan, baseball man- 
ager, had a dusky hued waiter at the hotel by the 
name of Sutton. Bill had to reproach Sutton more 
than once for a lack of agility in arriving with the 
food. Sutton promised to improve. One morning 
he brought in a consignment of griddle cakes that 
had gone cold. 

“What do you mean,’ 


bd 


said Bill, “by bringing me 
in cold cakes?” 

“Well, Pll tell you, boss,” said Sutton, “I brung 
them cakes in so fast that I guess they hit a draft.” 


yaaa SCHOOL USE ONLY 


Father (when Willie had returned from his first 
day at school)—‘What did you learn at school 
today?” 

Willie—“T learned to say ‘Yes, sir’ and ‘No, sir’ 
and ‘Yes, ma’am’ and ‘No, ma’am’.” 

Father—“You did?”’ 

Willie—“Yep.” 


NARROW ESCAPE 


First Burglar—“I cracked a lawyer’s house the 
other night and the lawyer was ready with a gun. 
He advised me ter get out.” 

Second Ditto—“Yer got off easy; them guys 
generally charges big money when they gives 
advice ” 
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HE HAD HER MEASURE 


Into a men’s furnishing store stepped a young 
man warily, almost timidly. He lacked the air of 
confidence of the man who is about to purchase a 
tie or a handkerchief or a collar. Eagerly the 
genial floorwalker pounced upon him and the pros- 
pective customer’s first words explained the cause 
of his embarrassment. 

“Have you anything suitable for a young lady?” 
he asked, looking about dazedly at the rows of shirt 
boxes. “Something for a present, you know?” 

“Well, I should say we have. Step right this 
way, please. Miss Apperson, will you show this 
gentleman some ladies’ hose, or—” he added, as 
he noted the inquirer’s pitiable confusion, “‘perhaps 
he would prefer to see some of those near silk ladies’ 
coat sweaters ?”” 

He would, he certainly would, and when he found 
a man in charge at the sweater counter he became 
almost himself again. The sweater idea seemed to 
strike him favorably and for several minutes he 
inspected color combinations and felt of fabrics. 
Finally the clerk dropped him into hot water again. 

“About what size does the young lady wear?” 

It was a poser and entirely unexpected. The 
young man gazed at a dummy figure on which a 
sweater coat was displayed, then walked up to it, 
circled it with his arm and nodded. 

“About this size, I think.” 
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JUST WHAT THEY WANTED 


Near Springfield, Mass., there is a big park- 
like estate owned by a man who has a strong detesta- 
tion of trespassers. To prevent the violation of 
his privacy he posted all manner of warning signs 
on his place. 

One evening he met a strange couple taking a 
“lovers’ walk” on his property. 

“Can’t you read?” growled the owner, as he 
pointed to a sign. 

“We can read, all right,” said the swain. 

“That sign there?’ demanded the man, with 
another growl. 

“We have read it,” returned the other. “It says 
‘Private,’ and that’s just why we came down here.” 


THEN WHO WINS? 


At one time Kid Brown, a famous dance-hall pro- 
prietor and early-day character of Alaska, was 
approached by a gambler and requested to lend 
him $10. Without saying a word, the Kid punched 
the cash register, pulled out a five and handed it to 
the gambler. 

“What?” said the latter. “Didn’t I ask you for 
a ten-spot?” 

The Kid shifted his chew of tobacco over to the 
other side of his mouth, kicked his slippers in the 
corner and drawled in his characteristic fashion: 


“We both lose five.” 
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A RARE LINGUIST 


There had been a fatal accident at the railway 
crossing in a town in Iowa, and the coroner, a 
pompous old chap, who magnified both his office 
and its incumbent, had impaneled a jury for the 
inquest. 

There was only one witness of the accident, an 
illiterate Slav laborer who could understand no 
English. With him the coroner began to struggle. 

“Can you speak English?” he asked. 

The man shook his head. 

“Can you speak German?” 

Again the man shook his head. 

“Can you speak Italian?” 

The same response. 

“Can you speak Russian? Can you speak 
Swedish?” were the next questions, to both of which 
the man signified in the negative. 

“Tt’s no use, gentlemen,” said the coroner, turn- 
ing to the jury. ‘We can’t proceed with the case. 
I’ve spoken to this man in five different languages 
and can’t make him understand me.” . 


HE HAD SAMPLES 


“Poetry should be written on one side of the 
paper, shouldn’t it?” asked the budding bard. 

“That depends on the poetry,” replied the editor, 
wearily. “Lots of it shouldn’t be written on either 
side.” 
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SOUTHERN MOONSHINE 


A northern attorney started a South Carolina 
Eureka Debating society to encourage free speech 
among the negroes of the neighborhood. On his 
next trip south he was confronted by the proud 
winner of the society’s prize. 


“Now, what was the subject of the debate, Sam?” 
asked the attorney. 


“De subject were, What is de mos’ benefit to 
mankind, sah, de sun or de moon?” answered the 
negro. 


“And which side did you uphold?” 


“De moon, sah. I jes’ argued dat de sun shines 
by day, when we doan’ need de light, but de moon 
it shines by night, when dat light certainly am 
needed. An’ dey couldn’t answer dat, sah!” 


COAL BARONS CAN LAUGH 


With most people the grim necessity of purchas- 
ing coal is no joke. Yet a Boston man found at a 
coal emporium in that city a chap who managed to 
infuse a degree of facetiousness into the trans- 
action. 

“How much is chestnut coal?” timidly inquired 
a prospective customer. 

“That depends,” said the salesman. “A la carte, 
it’s $16; cul-de-sac, it will cost you 50 cents extra.” 
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SMELL, BREATHE, WIPE IT 


A teacher was instructing a class of infants in 
the Sunday school and was letting the children 
finish her sentences to make sure they understood. 

“The idol had eyes,” she said, “but it couldn’t—” 

“See,” cried the children. 

“Tt had ears, but it couldn’t—” 

“Hear,” said the class. 

“Tt had lips, but it couldn’t—” 

“Speak,” said the children. 

“Tt had a nose but it couldn’t—” 

“Wipe it!’ shouted the little ones, and the 
teacher had to pause in her lesson in order to 
recover her composure. 


SOUNDS SOME LIKE IT 


“Jack,” said a friend to a patrolman who had 
just turned in a report about a man taken ill on 
the street, “what did you say was the matter with 
that man in your report?” ‘I reported,” said the 
patrolman, with all the dignity of an accurate diag- 
nosis, “that he had fell down in an athletic fit.” 


ALAS! TOO TRUE 


“Some day, my son,” 


remarked the patronizing 
gentleman, “you may be president.” 

“Not a chance,” replied the small boy. “By the 
time I’m old enough women will be running politics. 


Tell it to sister.” 
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4NOW THEY DON’T SPEAK 


Doris, aged 12, was alone in the house when a 
visitor called to see her mother. 

Doris smiled hospitably, as she held the door 
open wide. 

“Oh, Mrs. Brown,” she said brightly, “mother 
will be so pleased. She hoped you’d come this 
afternoon!” 

Mrs. Brown beamed at the warmth of the wel- 
come. 

“Ts that so, dear?” she asked. “Then your 
mother is at home?” 

“Oh, no,” answered Doris just as brightly ; “‘she’s 
gone out shopping, and won’t be home till late 
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tonight 


APPROACHING IT CAREFULLY 


The freshman class in trigonometry was reciting. 

“And have you proved this proposition?” asked 
the “math. prof.” 

“Well,” said the freshman, “proved is rather a 
strong word, but I can say that I have rendered 


it highly probable.” 


SELF RELIANCE NECESSARY 


Teacher—‘And why should we endeavor to rise 


by our own efforts?” 
Johnnie Wise— ’Cause there’s no tellin’ when 


the alarm clock will go wrong.” 
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ON THE ROAD TO WEALTH 


An old couple who used to buy a quart of ale 
every night were persuaded by a friend to pur- 
chase a keg of the beverage on economical grounds. 
The evening that the keg was broached, and the 
first quart consumed, the old wife said: 

“Well, George, we’ve saved 5 cents on our ale 
tonight, and 5 cents saved is 5 cents earned.” 

“That’s so,” replied her husband. ‘“Let’s have 
another quart and save 10 cents.” 


MOTHER’S VOCABULARY 


“Your daughter,” said Mrs. Oldcastle after being 
conducted through the newly furnished wing of the 
magnificent palace occupied by the Bullingtons, 
“has such a splendid vocabulary.” 

“Do you think so?” her hostess replied. “Josiah 
wanted to get her one of them escritoires, but I 
made up my mind right at the start that a vocabu- 
lary would look better in a room furnished like 
hers is, even if it didn’t cost quite so much.” 


SEVERAL ALTERNATIVES 


“So you think a college education is a good thing 
for a boy?” 

“Yes, I think it’s a pretty good thing. Fits him 
for something in life. If he can’t catch on with a 
baseball team he can often land a job as a pro- 
fessor.” 
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PUT “NORA” OVER THE DOOR 


“Theatrical managers say that the easiest way 
to keep a star contented is to have her name over 
the door in electric lights.” 

“That keeps her from jumping the job, eh?” 

“Just so.” 

‘Seems a good idea. I wonder if it would work 
with a cook.” 


SAVED! 


He—“The artists say that 5 feet 4 inches is the 
divine height for women.” 

His Darling (crossly)—“You know I am 5 feet 
8 inches.” 
He (quickly)—“You are more than divine, my 
dear.” 


MISFITS 


“You department store people have everything. 
It’s a wonder you don’t have a department to sup- 
ply women with husbands.” 

“We tried that once, but the percentage of 
returned goods was too large.” 


ON THE INSTALLMENT PLAN 


“These sectional bookcases are fine things. You 
can start in a small way and add to them as you 
can afford it.” 

“Good idea. Why doesn’t somebody invent a 
sectional hat for ladies?” 
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WELL, WHAT WAS HER NAME? 


History was the subject which the class was 
studying, and presently the teacher asked: 

“Now can any of you tell me who Joan of Arc 
was?” 

Profound silence! Some of the children looked 
in thoughtful speculation at the teacher, while 
others stared wildly around the room as if in hopes 
that the maps on the walls might answer the ques- 
tion. 

Then suddenly a hand waved wildly in the air, 
and a small boy shouted gleefully, 


“Please, teacher, Noah’s wife!” 


NOT SO IN OUR CASE 


“So you bought one of those automobiles they tell 
so many funny stories about?” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Chuggins. “And it is saving 
me a lot of trouble and wear and tear. When your 
friends tell you jokes about your car they don’t 
expect you to ask them to ride around in it.” 


ARTISTS PLEASE NOTE 


Two ladies — each with her child — visited the 
Chicago Art institute. As they passed the “Winged 
Victory” the little boy exclaimed: 

“Huh! She ain’t got no head.” 

“Sh!” the horrified little girl replied. ‘“That’s 
Art—she don’t need none!” 
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HE IS MISTAKEN 


As the subject for their weekly essay the school- 
master asked his pupils to say what they would do 
if they had $1,000,000. 

At once all heads were bent, save one, and pens 
scratched busily. The one exception was little 
Willie. He calmly sat doing nothing, twiddling his 
fingers and watching the flies on the ceiling. 

At the end of the time the teacher collected the 
papers and Willie handed over a blank sheet. 

“How’s this, Willie?” asked the teacher. “Is this 
your essay? Why, all the others have written at 
least two sheets, while you do nothing!” 

“Yes,” replied Willie, “that’s what I would do if 


I was a millionaire!’ 


NO MORE NINETEENTH HOLE 


“Why don’t you take up golf?” 

“What’s the use?” inquired the indolent man. 
“T might learn to hit the ball, but I could never 
master the vocabulary necessary to tell my friends 


how it happened.” 


IS THIS YOUR WAY? 


“How do you make the distinction between popu- 
lar and classical music?” asked the very young man. 

“Oh, that’s easy,” answered the dispenser of 
home grown philosophy. “It’s popular if I enjoy 
it and it is classic if I don’t.” 
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BUT SUPPOSE HE DID? 


The doors of a certain new house had shrunk 
horribly, as is the way of the modern door made 
of unseasoned wood. The builder would not send 
the joiner to repair them, so the householder tried 
the ironical method and wrote 

“Dear Sir: The mice can run under most of our 
doors, but our cat cannot follow them. Will you 
please send a man at once to make room under the 
doors for the cat, and much oblige.” 


WAIT A GENERATION OR TWO 


“My boy,” said the elderly millionaire at the end 
of the lecture on economy, “when I was your age 
I carried water for a gang of section hands.” 

“I’m proud of you, dad,” answered the gilded 
youth. “If it hadn’t been for your pluck and 
perseverence I might have had to do something of 
the sort myself.” 


NO COMEDY ACT 


“T can’t find any old clothes to put on the scare- 
crow,” said Farmer Corntassel. 

“You might use some of the fancy duds our boy 
Josh brought home from college,” suggested his 
wife. 

“I’m only tryin’ to scare the crows; I ain’t 
a-tryin’ to make ’em laugh themselves to death.” 
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WE DON’T BELIEVE THIS 


A Wall street man was speaking of the cautious- 
ness of a certain operator. 

“No wonder,” he said, “that man is so successful. 
He is the most careful, the most suspicious fellow 
I ever encountered. He reminds me of an old 
farmer I used to know. It was said of this farmer 
that, whenever he bought a new herd of sheep, he 
examined each sheep closely to make sure that it 
had no cotton in it.” 


MARES, PROBABLY 


It is related that a scene showing the interior of 
a racing stable was thrown on the screen at a cer- 
tain theater. Each horse was covered with a bright 
colored blanket. Little three-year-old Nan, who 
had never seen a stable before, exclaimed to her 
mother: 

“Oh, mamma, see the horsies with their kimonos 


on!” 


DOCTOR’S LITTLE JOKE 


Mr. Newman had just recovered from an oper- 
ation and was talking to a friend. 

“The surgeon,” he remarked, “said he’d have me 
on my feet again in three weeks.” 

“Well, he did, didn’t he?” asked the friend. 

“He did, indeed,” responded Mr. Newman. 
“T had to sell my motor car to pay his bill.” 
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DUE AT FOUR A. M. 


Maud Willis—“So Percy and Claude are both 
crazy about you?” 

Bess Gillis—‘Yes and they have become the most 
bitter enemies over it, too.” 

Maud Willis—‘‘Indeed ?” 

Bess Gillis—“‘Yes. The other night when Percy 
was calling, Claude had bribed the milkman to come 
at 10 o’clock in the evening and to be sure to have 
father hear him.” 


AND CIVIC AND LEVEL AND— 


“The word ‘reviver’ spells the same backward or 
forward.” 

It was the frivolous man who spoke. 

“Can you think of another?” 

The serious man scowled up from his newspaper. 

“Tut-tut !” he cried contemptuously. 

And they rode on in silence. 


NO WOOL IN HIS PANTS 


An anecdote of a little boy watching a flock of 
sheep on the screen is told. 

“Aunt Mollie, what’s those things?” 

“Sheep,” his aunt replied. ‘“Sheep’s wool is what 
your pants are made of.” 

“Huh! No they’re not,” Willie snorted. “Mamma 
made my pants out of Charlie’s old ones.” 
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BUT SOME RIDE ALL THE WAY 


“This is a good deal like marriage,”’ remarked 
Fogg, as he stood at the steps of a street car wait- 
ing for the exodus which usually happens upon such 
occasions. 

“In what way, pray?” asked Fenderson, who, 
always has to have things explained to him. 

“Why, don’t you see? The people who are in are 
more anxious to get out than those who are out 


are to get in.” 


CAUSE FOR HIS MADNESS 


“T went to see Hamlet last night,” said a man to 
a critic. 

‘“H’m, indeed!” said the critic, wrinkling his high 
brow. 

“And now tell me, do you think Hamlet was 


mad?” 
“TI know darn well he was. There weren’t three 


dozen people in the house.” 


LET THE MAID EMPTY IT 


“T wouldn’t go out at the end of every act, my 
boy. Beastly bad form.” 

“I don’t go out to drink. I telephone home and 
get bulletins from the maid about the condition of 
the pan under the icebox. My wife can’t enjoy the 
opera unless she knows there is no danger of that 


pan running over.” 
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THE ONLY ONE 


Teacher—“Willie, what is a quadruped?” 

Willie—“A thing with four legs, sir.” 

Teacher—‘Name one.” 

Willie—“An elephant.” 

Teacher — “Are there any feathered quadru- 
peds ?” 

Willie—“‘Yes, sir.” 

Teacher—‘What?” 

Willie—“A feather bed, sir.” 


CREEPY STUFF 


“Did you hear about the catastrophe down at the 
Browns’ last night?” 

“No; what happened?” 

“Why, Mrs. Brown gave the baby a bottle to 
play with and while she was in the kitchen it fell 
from the cradle and broke its neck.” 

“What, the baby?” 

“No, the bottle.” 


GLAD TO PAY IT 


“Do you make much money marrying eloping 
couples, squire?” the tobacco drummer asked old 
Hudson Hicks, justice of the peace at Rainbow 
Bend, in New Jersey. 

“Yes, I get $2 for marrying each couple, and 
they come in such darned haste that I allus fine ’em 
$10 more for speedin’.”’ 
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MIGHTY GOOD, TOO 


Senator Hoar used to tell with glee of a south- 
erner just home from New England and who said 
to his friend: “You know those little white round 
beans?” 

“Yes,” replied the friend, “the kind we feed to 
our horses ?”’ 

‘The very same. Well, do you know, sir, that in 
Boston the enlightened citizens take those little 
white, round beans, boil them for three or four 
hours, mix them with molasses and I know not what 
other ingredients, bake them and then—what do 
you suppose they do with the beans?” 

‘**They—” 

“They eat ’em, sir!” interrupted the first south- 
erner impressively, “‘bless me, sir, they eat *em!”’ 


CAN’T OBEY BOTH BOSSES 


Casey—“Now, phwat wud ye do in a case loike 
that?” 

Clancy—“Loike phwat?” 

Casey—“Th’ walkin’ diligate tills me to stroike 


an’ me ould woman orders me to kape on wurrkin’.” 
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AND DIDN’T COST A CENT 


Six-year-old Elsie teased her mother unrestingly 
for a chew of gum before they went into the 
theater, but, explaining that it was impolite to 
chew in public, her mother refused to give it to 
her. 

Little Elsie did not forget the gum, however, for 
when the show was over, she said: 

“Mamma, where does gum come from?”’ 


“From a tree, Elsie,” 


replied her mother. 
“What kind of a tree, mamma?” 
“Why, a spruce tree, my dear.” 
“Well, the seat I sat in must have been made of 
a spruce tree, ’cause I dug a nice big chew off the 


bottom of it.” 


PART OF THE UPKEEP 


Country Judge—“How long have you owned a 
car?” 

Motorist (charged with speeding)—“One week, 
your honor!” 


Judge—‘*Um—then you can still afford to pay 
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TRY THIS ON YOUR WIFE 


“Robson, do you know why you are like a don- 
key?” 

“Like a donkey?” echoed Robson opening his 
eyes wide. ‘I don’t.” 

“Because your better half is stubbornness itself.” 

The jest pleased Robson immensely, for he at 
once saw the opportunity of a glorious dig at his 
wife. So when he got home he said: 

“Mrs. Robson, do you know why I am like a 
donkey ?” 

He waited a moment, expecting his wife to give 
it up. But she didn’t. She looked at him somewhat 
pityingly, as she answered: “I suppose it’s because 
you were born so.” 


BOTH MINUS 


“I say, old boy, lend me an X.” 

“Would if I could, dear old chap, but there’s 
an algebraic difficulty in the way.” 

“What is it?” 

“An X with me is an unknown quantity.” 


ALSO GOOSE EGGS 


Customer (to shopkeeper)—“Have you got any 
eggs that you can guarantee to me that there are 
no chickens in?” 

Shopkeeper (pausing for a moment)—“Yes, sir; 
duck eggs.” 
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THEY ARE CALLED CANNY 


An uneducated Scotsman made a fortune. One 
day he and an acquaintance were talking, when the 
latter said to old Duncan: 

“Say, Duncan, you don’t know enough to go in 
when it rains. Why, you can’t even spell ‘bird’.” 

“B-u-r-d,” said Duncan. 

“I tell you you don’t know anything. Why, if 
you had to spell to make a living you’d have been 
dead years ago, I’ll bet you a hundred you can’t 
spell ‘bird’.” 

“T’ll tak’ ye,” quickly replied Duncan. 

After the money was put up Duncan said, 
“B-i-r-d.” 

“That ain’t the way you spelled it the first time.” 


“T wisna bettin’ then.” 


GETTING FULL VALUE 


A countryman presented himself at the clerk’s 
desk in a hotel and, after having a room assigned 
to him, inquired*’at what hours meals were served. 


“Breakfast from 7 to 11, luncheon from 11 to 3, 
dinner from 3 to 8, supper from 8 to 11,” recited 
the clerk, glibly. 

“Good gracious!” ejaculated the countryman 
with bulging eyes. ‘“‘When am I a’going to git time 
to see the town?” 
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AND IT WAS NOT LEAP-YEAR 


She approached the tall, handsome man without 
fear. 

Laying her hand tenderly upon his arm she 
said: “Will you marry me?” 

“Certainly, my dear Miss Wilkins, er—when?” 

“At 8 tonight,” she answered. 

“TPll be there on time,” he promised. 

The man, although but little acquainted with her, 
did not falter. 

He was there. And he married her. And the 
groom gave him a $10 tip—which any one will agree 
is easy money for a clergyman to make. 


THE CUR’S SUPERIOR 


“What is your dog’s pedigree?” 

*“He hasn’t any,” replied Mr. Growcher. ‘“That’s 
why I keep him. I’m shy on distinguished ancestry 
myself, and I enjoy having a creature at hand 
whom I can contemplate with supercilious supe- 
riority.” 


WHY MOTHERS WORK 


Applicant—‘No, ma’am, I could not work where 
there’s children.” 


Madam — “But we advertised for a girl who 
understands children.” 
Applicant — “Oh, I understand ’em, ma’am. 


That’s the reason I wouldn’t work where they are.” 
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USE A TEA-BALL 


Pat was very fond of strong tea. He always 
praised a housekeeper according to the strength 
of the tea she made. Last Saturday the woman of 
the house where Pat worked was pouring out the 
tea for his breakfast. It was coming out very 
slowly, and the good woman asked Pat to excuse the 
teapot as it had a bad spout. Pat (not liking the 
look of the tea) said sadly: 

“Oh, begor, ma’am, don’t blame the taypot, 
because anything weak must go aisy.” 


A PASSION FOR IT 


Professional — “Please gimme a nickel, lady, to 
buy some bread.” 

Little Girl—*Why, gran’ma, you gave that man 
some money only half an hour ago!” 

Professional (taking in the situation) — “Yes, 
my little dear, bless yer! But I’m a terrible bread 
eater !”” 


PICKED FROM A CAN 


“Did you say these peas were from your own 
garden?” asked the summer boarder. 

“Yes, siree,” replied the farmer. ‘Picked ’em 
myself early this mornin’.” 

“Is it necessary to shoot them when you pick 
them?” inquired the boarder, removing a piece of 
solder from between his teeth. 
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JUST TRY IT ONCE 


Little Sydney had reached the mature age of 
three and was about to discard petticoats for the 
more manly raiment of knickerbockers. The mother 
had determined to make the occasion a memorable 
one. The breakfast table was laden with good 
things and the newly breeched infant led into the 
room. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the proud mother. “Now you 
are a little man!’ 

Sydney was in ecstasies. Displaying his garments 
to their full advantage, he edged close to his mother 
and whispered: 

“Can I call pa Bill now?” 


THE EDITOR EATS 


Vox Populi— ‘Do you think you’ve boosted 
your circulation by giving a year’s subscription 
for the biggest potato raised in the county?” 

The Editor—‘Mebbe not, but I got four bar- 
rels of samples.” 

Vox Populi was silent from that time on. 


VERY POOR JOKE 


Goodheart—“I’ve got you down for a, couple of 
tickets; we’re getting up a raffle for a poor man of 
our neighborhood.” 

Joakley—“None for me, thank you. I wouldn’t 
know what to do with a poor man if I won him.” 
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ENOUGH IS PLENTY 


“Want a job, eh?” 

“Yes, sir; am looking for a place where there is 
plenty of work.” 

“T am sorry, but there would not be enough work 
here to keep you busy an hour a day.” 

“That’s plenty of work for me, sir.” 


DAMP DIET 


“Just fancy! There’s a fasting man who has 
been living for 45 days on water.” 

“That’s nothing. My father lived for 20 years 
on water.” 

“Go on!” 


“Yes; he was a sea captain.” 


THOSE CONUNDRUM SHARKS 


What is the difference between a man who has 
seen Niagara, a man who has not seen Niagara and 
a ham sandwich? 

One has seen the mist, the other has missed the 
scene. Do you want to know where the ham sand- 
wich comes in? Well, that’s where you bite. 


STILL AHEAD OF THE GAME 


Visitor—“I think it’s just wonderful to see you 
cheery with those horrid wounds on your head.” 

Wounded Optimist—‘Oh, well, miss, it’s a very 
cheerin’ thing to wake up of a morning an’ find 
that you’ve still got a ’ead to ’ave wounds on!” 
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Backward and forward he passed, his eyes wild 
and rolling, his face haggard. As the minutes 
passed his agitation increased. 

“Will she never come? Will she never come?” 
he wailed wildly. “Already it is fifteen minutes past 
the appointed time, and yet she is not here!” 

He pressed his hands to his fevered brow and 
waited. He tried to sit in vain, and still waited. 
He gazed sadly through the window and went on 
waiting. 

At last! Ah! The sounds of little footsteps on 
the stairs. He turned to the door, eager, excited. 

Yes, it was she! 

“You have come, then?” he gasped, dizzy with 
delight, as he grabbed his hat. 

Yes, the stenographer had come back and it was 
now his turn to go out to luncheon. 


BUT IF SHE DOESN’T? 


A certain college president wore side whiskers. 
Whenever he suggested removing them there was a 
division of opinion in the family. One morning he 
entered his wife’s dressing room, razor in hand, with 
his right: cheek shaved smooth. 

“How do you like it, my dear?” he asked. “If 
you think it looks well I will shave the other side, 


too.” 
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SANDOW OUTDONE 


The other day on the train two young men, one 
evidently a farmer and the other a city chap, were 
having an argument as to their relative strength. 

“Why,” said the farmer, “every morning before 
breakfast I pull up ninety gallons of water from 
the well for the stock.” 

“That’s nothing,” said his city companion, “I 
go down to the boat club and take a boat every 
morning and pull up the river.” 


THEY CAN’T HELP IT 


He went fishing, and when he came back a friend 
met him and asked: 

“Did you catch anything?” 

*“No!” in a tone of scorn. 

“Well,” exclaimed the friend, “you are truthful, 
anyhow, which all fishermen are not.” 

“As to that,” responded the fisherman, “perhaps 
you might have called them fish, but I wouldn’t. 
The biggest one I got only weighed twelve pounds.” 


GO TO THE HEAD 


Teacher—“You say the tendency of heat is to 
expand and increase and of cold to’ contract and 
lessen. Can you give some familiar illustration of 
these effects?” 

Bright Pupil — “The population of our seaside 


resorts.” 
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A PAT AND MIKE YARN 


Pat, a new-created section boss, was taking his 
old friend Mike over the route. They passed a 
mile post. It read: 

“Baltimore 42 miles.” 

“Phwat does that mean?” Mike inquired. 

Now, according to the story, Pat did not know, 
but he would not betray his ignorance. With true 
Irish aplomb, he rose to the situation. 

“Yer ignorance is horrible,” he told Mike. “Take 
off your hat to the dead. Sure, his name was Miles ; 
he was forty-two years old and he lived in Balti- 
more, and they buried him where he was kilt.” 


NO POETRY IN HER SOUL 


“Ah, dearest,” sighed a young man, “dost thou 
know what of all things is nearest my heart?” 

“Really, I can’t say,” she sweetly replied; “but 
in this cold weather I should think it was a flannel 
shirt.” She was too practical, and it broke the 
engagement. 


“OVER 21” IS THE LEGAL ANSWER 


“Johnny,” said his mother severely, “it wasn’t 
nice of you to ask Mrs. Pelican her age, especially 
after she made you such a nice birthday gift. It 
made her very angry.” 

“Why did it, mamma?” asked Johnny. “She 
asked me first and I didn’t get mad about it.” 
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YOU CAN’T FAZE ’EM 


The Agent—“I am selling a remarkable combi- 
nation utensil.” 

Housewife—“What is it for?” 

“See this little blade?” 

eV ese: 

“That’s a can opener.” 

“Indeed !” 

“And this hook is an appliance to lift pans from 
the fire.” 

“What’s this?” 

“That’s a tack puller.” 

“But suppose I want the girl to open a can of 
soup and my husband to pull some tacks while I 
attend to the pans on the stove?” 

“Easiest thing in the world. All you have to 


do is to buy three of the utensils. Anything else, 
please?” 


REMEMBER THIS 


“*Yes,”’ said the voluble crank, “I used to be as 
bad as you, but I made up my mind to quit smoking 
and drinking and I did it.” 

“Indeed,” remarked Manley; “I guess a man who 
can quit smoking and drinking could quit almost 
anything—” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Except talking about it.” 
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CHEAPER TO STAND 


A LaSalle street man was showing a charming 
young relative from out of town about the financial 
district, and, of course, took her for a visit to the 
Board of Trade. 

When she had gazed upon the busy throng for 
a few moments she turned and said: 

“What a hubbub! Why don’t they sit down and 
rest ?”” 

Then, before her relative could answer, she added, 
shamedly : 

“Oh, of course, it’s too expensive, now that I 
ccme to think of it! I remember you saying that 
a seat here costs thousands of dollars.” 


HOW WE MEASURE TIME 


Jones, returning home from Sunday morning 
services, met his neighbor, Mr. Hobson, deacon in 
another church. 

“You’re a little late today,” said the deacon. 
“Was it a long sermon?” 

Jones—“Oh, I should say about five reels.” 


AND FIRST IN PRAYER 


Gibbs — “Bilson expressed a good deal of sym- 
pathy for poor Blank. Did you try him for a 
contribution ?” 

Dibbs—“‘No, I know Bilson; he’s like the letter 
‘p’—first in pity and last in help.” 
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IRREGULAR IS RIGHT 


‘At a certain foreign university the students, who 
had been studying Shakespeare in their native 
tongue, were requested by an examiner to translate 
into English the opening lines of Hamlet’s solilo- 
quy, “To be, or not to be.” The following was the 
result : 

The first Frenchman declaimed, ‘“To was, or not 
to am’’; the second rendered it, “To were or is to 
not”; while the third gave a still more liberal read- 
ing, “To should, or not to will.” 


IT’S SO MEAN TO HINT 


“T see,” he said, “that coal has gone up again.” 

“Has it?” she replied. 

“And they’re raising rents,” he continued. 

“Well,” she exclaimed, flaring up, “if you wish 
to have our engagement broken off say so. I always 
hate to have people beat about the bush in a case 
of this kind.” 


TOO LATE NOW 


Old Lady—“I feel awful nervous. Are you sure 
we won’t have any accidents?” 

Trainman (fond of statistics) — “Every person 
who rides on a railway takes one chance in 1,491,910 
chances of being killed.” | 

Old Lady—‘‘La sakes! Why didn’t that rascally 
ticket agent tell me so before I bought my ticket?” 
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THE CHEAP SKATE 


“Now, you fellows, help yourselves to the cigars !” 
cried Smith genially, after dinner. “They are some 
my wife gave me on my birthday.” 

Gently, but firmly, man after man vowed that he 
had sworn off smoking and the dinner party ended 
in a ghastly fizzle. 

“Whatever did you tell such a fib about those 
cigars for?” asked Mrs. Smith, in angry surprise, 
when the guests had departed. “You know per- 
fectly well that I gave you gloves for a present!” 

“Oh, that’s all right, Mary!” replied Smith 
blandly. “That box of cigars cost me $8 and I 
can’t afford to give any of them away!” 


NEEDLESS WORRY 


Nervous Old Lady (as train stops suddenly )— 
‘“What’s the matter?” 

Trainman—“‘There is a 200 foot embankment 
here and a whole train just: rolled down it.” 

Nervous Old Lady—“Oh, dear, I hope it wasn’t 
ours !”” 


THEY HAVE ALL BEEN TRIED 


“It is the regret of her life that she has never 
been able to afford a trip abroad.” 
_ “Wants to see the world, does she?” 
“Tt isn’t that. But she has a remedy for seasick- 
ness that she is simply crazy to try.” 
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A GOOD LATHER 


“Your meringues,” says the mistress, “are so 
delightfully frothy and light. How in the world do 
you get them that way?” 

“It?s the new butler, mum,” explained the cook. 
“He used to be a barber.” 


EXCUSES THEY MAKE 


“Lady,” said Plodding Pete, “would you help a 
man that’s seen better days?” 

After a generous meal she ventured to inquire: 

‘When was it you saw better days?” 

“Last summer.” ; 


QUIT YOUR JOKING 


Said the waiter to a noisy card party in a hotel 
bedroom: “I’ve been sent to ask you to make less 
noise, gentlemen. The gentleman in the next room 
say he can’t read.” 

“Tell him,” was the reply of the host, “that he 
ought to be ashamed of himself. Why, I could read 
when I was five years old.” 


POOR DAD! 


First College Student—“It is a fact that we have 
superior educational advantages to what our 
fathers had.” 

Second College Student—“That’s right. Why, 
my old man never saw a football or a show girl till 
he was 30.” 
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HE GOT IT 


A certain prominent railway director was asked 
by an employe whose parents lived in the country 
for a pass to visit his family. 

“You are in the employ of the company?” 
inquired the director. 

“Yes.” 

“Well, now, supposing you were working for a 
farmer instead of the company, would you expect 
your employer to take out his horses every Satur- 
day night and carry you home?” 

“No,” said the employe, politely; “I should not 
expect that. But if the farmer had his horses out 
and was going my way I should call him a very mean 
fellow if he would not let me ride!” 


PUSH THE BUTTON 


Mrs. Goldsten—“Ikey, Ikey! Felix has svallered 
a penny.” 

Mr. Goldstein—‘Vot a great poy! Already he 
vants to shtart in peezness as a penny-in-de-slot 
machine.” 


CHANGED HER TUNE 


“YT hear you ca-a-alling me,” warbled daughter 
from the parlor. 

“Yes,” sang mother from the kitchen. “I want 
you to come here and help me with the dis-s-shes.” 

And then a profund silence reigned. 
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A SUGGESTION TO WIVES 


Mr. Goodfellow had dined out six nights in suc- 
cession. On the seventh he turned up at home for 
the evening meal. When he was seated Mrs. Good- 
fellow rose in her seat and, addressing the other 
occupants of the table, said: 

“Children, we have with us tonight a guest of 
whom you have all heard, even if you do not per- 
sonally know him. He is a man who has a reputa- 
tion for conviviality and cheer in every club and 
cafe in the city, and this evening we are to have 
the honor and pleasure of being numbered among 
the admirers of his brilliant and entertaining qual- 
ities. Therefore, it is with the greatest pleasure 
that I present to you—your papa!” 


WE ARE ALL HUMAN 


“Does it make any difference to you whether im- 
portant people notice you or not?” 

“Well, at home I’m not snobbish. But I must 
confess it makes me feel better when the janitor 
says ‘Good day’ and looks genially approving.” 


STRICTLY FRESH LAID 


“Now, wife, if we are going into the poultry 
business here is an opportunity. Neighbor Wom- 
bat has some hens he will sell us cheap.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t get second hand fowls. Better 
start with new models, I say.” 
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IMPENDING JOYS 


At breakfast the other morning a Chicago woman 
regarded her better half sternly and demanded: 

“Tom, what did you do with that letter to Aunt 
Clara I gave you to mail last Tuesday ?” 

Tom clapped his hand on the breast pocket of 
his coat. 

“Was it to Aunt Clara?” he asked, hastily 
extracting from his pocket a bundle of letters and 


miscellaneous documents and looking them over. 
“ce . 








I wrote to ask her to come 





course it was. 








DISCOURAGING RESEARCH 


Little Fred — ‘Papa, I’ve made a great dis- 
covery.” 

Mr. Rambo—“Well, my son?” 

Fred—“T’ve found out that the heavy end of a 
match is the light end.” 

Mr. Rambo (fiercely )—“You go to bed, sir.” 
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CUPID IS CAREFUL 


“Clarence,” said the American heiress, hesita- 
tingly, “I think that you should be told at once 
how my father made his money. Our business men 
in this country have methods which to one of your 
pure soul cannot but—” 


“Cease, Mamie, cease,” 


said the young lord reas- 
suringly, “tell me no more. However he made his 
millions I can forgive, for your sake. But—er— 
has he still got them all right?” 





SOME CONTORTIONIST 


“My friends,” exclaimed the eloquent minister, 
“were the average man to turn and look himself 
squarely in the eyes and ask himself what he really 
needed most, what would be the first reply sug- 
gested to his mind?” 

“A rubber neck!” shouted the precocious urchin 
in the rear of the room. 
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LESS TALK AND MORE GO 


One afternoon the business agent for a chautau- 
qua went to a prosperous town to see some of the 
natives with regard to booking a performance and 
finally landed in the office of Jones. 

“Yes, Iam Mr. Jones,” said the occupant, ‘‘What 
can I do for you?” 

“T called to see you about a chautauqua,” 
returned the visitor. 

“Nothing doing,” curtly interrupted Jones. 
“My wife and I have already decided on a ear of 
another make.” 


WHERE DO THEY GET IT NOW? 


“I,” said the temperance man, “strongly object 
to the custom of christening ships with champagne.” 

“Y don’t,” replied the other man, “I think there’s 
a temperance lesson in it.” 

“How can that be?” 

“Well, immediately after the first bottle of wine 
the ship takes to water and sticks to it ever after.” 


FAIR WARNING 


“What did you tell that man who asked you if 
he could marry your daughter?” 

“T acted as. grouchy as possible,” replied Mr. 
Cumrox. “TI couldn’t tell him right out that Gladys 
had a sharp temper, but I thought I’d sort o’ hint 
to him that she might have inherited one.” 
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CAUGHT! 


“Pshaw!? exclaimed Miss Yerner, impatiently. 
*‘Y’m sure we'll miss the opening number. We’ve 
waited a good many minutes for that mother of 
mine.” 

“Hours, I should say,’ Mr. Sloman retorted 
rather crossly. 

“Ours? Oh, George!” she cried, and laid her 
blushing cheek upon his shirt front. 


A CLOSE CALL 


At a meeting of business men a discussion was 
started regarding a banker who has the reputation . 
for hard bargaining, close fistedness and invariably 
getting his pound of flesh. 

“Oh, well,” said one man, “he isn’t so bad! 
I went to see him to get a loan of $1,000, and he 
treated me very courteously.” 

“Did he lend you the money?” 

“No, he didn’t—but he hesitated a minute.” 


HENCE THESE TEARS 


Mrs. Grundy—“‘Why do you look so sad, Edie?” 

Edie (tearfully) —‘“Mary is going to marry 
Fred.” 

“The worthless young prodigal! No wonder you 
are sad.” 

“Oh, it is not that. I wanted to marry him 
myself.” 
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NOT A BAD GUESS 


“What is meant by the lap of luxury?” asked 
a teacher of a class of little girls. 

“Please, ma’am, I know,” exclaimed the smallest 
of the lot, holding up her hand. 

“Well, what is it, dear?” inquired the teacher 
kindly. 

“It’s when the cat steals into the larder and 
licks the cream off the milk,’’ responded the little 
one. 

And the teacher, on reflection, wasn’t quite sure 
that her pupil was wrong. 


A WILLING MARTYR 


A painful scene was being staged, with Johnny, 
his father and a slipper in the principal roles. 
Father gave voice to the ancient platitude: “This 
hurts me, Johnny, far more than it does you,” he 
said. 

Johnny gritted his teeth. ‘‘Then,” he wailed, 
“keep it up. I can stand it.” 


IT WAS MUTUAL 


Chollie—“Are you fond of the water?” 

Elsie—“Very! At the mere thought of sailing 
over the bounding waves I can scarcely contain 
myself.” 

Chollie — “Yes, that’s the way it affects me, 


too.” 
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JESTER’S PHILOSOPHY 


Timur-lenk, the Tartar invader, was very ugly 
and, catching a glimpse of himself in the mirror, 
he burst into tears. The court jester began weep- 
ing also and kept it up long after his master had 
stopped. 

Timur looked at him in astonishment. “I wept 
with reason,” he said, “at beholding my own ugli- 
ness—I the lord of so many lands. But I do not 
understand why you should thus despair.” 

“Tf you, my lord,” replied the jester, “wept for 
two hours after seeing yourself in the mirror for 
an instant, is it not natural that I, who see you all 
day long, should weep longer than you?” 


WILL KEEP THE SECRET 


Mrs. Brindle—“Now, Mary, I want you to be 
careful. This is some very old table linen—been 
in the family for over 200 years and—” 

Mary — “Ah, sure, ma’am, you needn’t worry. 
I won’t tell a soul and it looks as good as new, 
anyway.” 


SAVED BY A HAIR 


“Sir,” said the angry woman, “I understand you 
said I had a face that would stop a street car in 
the middle of the block.” 

“Yes, that’s what I said,” calmly answered the 
mere man. “It takes an unusually handsome face 
to induce a motorman to make a stop like that.” 
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DIDN’T SWALLOW THE BRICK 


Short—“I thought you were going to drown 
that cat?” 

Long—‘‘Well, they say a cat has nine lives, but 
this one has twenty, I think. Why, I actually put 
that cat into a tub of water and tied a brick around 
its neck, and what do you think?” 

Short—“Goodness knows.” 

Long—“Well, this morning when I went to look 
at the tub the cat had swallowed all the water and 
was sitting on the brick.” 


SENATORIAL STRATEGY 


“You must admit that the founders of this gov- 
ernment have earned your enduring gratitude.” 

“IT admit it without hesitation,” replied Senator 
Sorghum. ‘Many is the time they have rescued me 
from personal embarrassment. Whenever I make 
a speech I know that all I have to do to wake ’em 
up and get a round of applause is to mention 
George Washington or Abraham Lincoln.” 


HE KNOWS WHAT’S COMING 


“TI dined at my fiancee’s home today.” 

“No doubt they regard you as one of the family 
by now, don’t they?” 

“Not yet. They haven’t reached the point 
where they bawl me out if I make a spot on the 
tablecloth.” 
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HE WILL SUCCEED IN LIFE 


A woman with a rapid fire interrogatory appa- 
ratus approached a news butcher on a Frisco train 
out of Cherryvale during the high water a few days 
ago and asked excitedly: 

“Say, when is the train due at the next stop? 
How is it running? How deep is the water on the 
track? How do you sell your bananas?” 

The vendor of fruit and literature, who was 
something of a poet, answered: 

‘Nine o’clock. On time. Knee deep. Three for 
a dime.” 


MODEST REQUEST 


A tramp went to the back door of a house and 
knocked, and a lady came to the door. 

“Please, mum, could you do a little sewing for 
me?” he asked. 

“What sewing would you like to have me do?” 
queried the lady. 

“T have a button here, and if you’ll please sew a 
pair of pants on to it I’ll be very much obliged.” 


CAN YOU NAME THEM? 


Teacher—‘Johnny, what is the name of the prin- 
cipal river in Egypt?” 

Johnny—“‘The Nile.” 

Teacher—“That’s right. Now, Tommy, you may 
name the Nile’s smaller tributaries.” 

Tommy—‘‘Juveniles.” 
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NOT THAT KIND OF A MAN 


An attorney was cross-examining a witness. 

“You say you left New York on the 16th,” 
queried the lawyer. 

“Yes, sir,” replied the witness. 

“And returned on the 28th?” 

eV eg: Sit.” 

“What were you doing in the interim?” 

“I never was in such a place!’ he replied indig- 
nantly. 


WHY HAVE ANY THAT’S BAD? 


“TI keep the best bread,” said a certain baker the 
other day to a poor fellow who complained of the 
inferior quality of the article he had purchased of 
him the day before. 

“IT do not doubt it,” replied the customer. 

“Then why do you complain?” asked the baker. 

“Because I would suggest that you sell the best 
bread and keep the bad,” was the reply. 


AT THE TOP OF HER VOICE 


An embarrassing experience common to many of 
us is illustrated by the following anecdote. The 
orchestra in a Boston photo play house was deliv- 
ering a selection in which a loud crash precedes a 
sudden stop. The pause came quickly, immediately 
followed by a high pitched feminine voice: 

“T like it best with onions!” 
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TWO SQUEALS NOT ENOUGH 


Herbert was fond of giving realistic touches to 
his reading lesson. He had been corrected repeat- 
edly by his teacher for adding words that were 
not in the book. In a lesson about pigs Herbert 
read the concluding sentence—“And the little pig 
said, ‘Wee, wee, wee, wee, wee, wee—’ ” 

The teacher interrupted him. “Herbert, read 
that last sentence again. Can’t you see that in the 
beok there are only two ‘wees’ ?” 

Herbert looked up defiantly. “Teacher,” he 
declared, “there never was a little pig that said 
‘wee, wee’ just twice, and then stopped!” 


ANY PLACE BUT HOME 


“I don’t see how Adele could possibly stop to get 
married. She has such a passion for travel.” 

“But she did it to save time.” 

““How’s that?” ; 

“She married a shipping clerk and now he packs 
all her trunks for her.” - 


WAS THIS A HINT? 


“What is the hardest part of your work as a 
lecturer?” asked the man designated as toastmaster. 

“As a rule,” replied Mr. Peekins, “the hardest 
part of my work is waking the audience up after 
the man who introduces me has concluded his 
remarks,” 
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UNEXPECTED POPULARITY 


A party of prominent St. Louis citizens and offi- 
cials recently went to Monks’ Mound, near Caho- 
kia, Ill., where it is said a great Indian battle was 
fought. After a trip to the mound, Russell E. 
Gardner and a party of friends decided to visit the 
scene of the redmen’s battle. Meeting a native of 
the place, Gardner said: 

“Say, my good fellow, can you direct us to the 
exact spot of the famous battle fought in this 
locality ?” 

“Well, I'll be gol darned,” was the unexpected 
reply of the countryman. “I did have a set-to 
with a fresh lightning rod agent, but I never 
thought it had reached St. Louie.” 


THE LONG, LONG TRAIL 


A tall, fidgety man hurriedly approached the rail- 
way station and, addressing a porter, asked: 

“Do you think I can catch the mail to G——?” 

The porter casually surveyed the other’s long 
legs and, removing the pipe from his mouth, 
replied : 

“Well, it looks as if you might, but you’d better 
hurry, for she’s gone half an hour.” 


AN INTERMINABLE PERIOD 


“Paw, what’s the longest period of time?” 
“From one pay day to the next.” 
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NOTHING TO WORRY ABOUT 


A Northerner riding through the West Virginia 
mountains came up with a mountaineer leisurely 
driving a herd of pigs. 

“Where are you driving the pigs to?” asked the 
rider. 

“Out to pasture ’em a bit.” 

“What for?” 

“To fatten ’em.” 

“Isn’t it pretty slow work to fatten ’em on 
grass? Up where I come from we pen them up 
and feed them on corn. It saves a lot of time.” 

“Yaas, I s’pose so,” drawled the mountaineer. 
“But what’s time to a hawg?” 


BOTH GUILTY 


The young couple were dawdling over a late 
breakfast after a night at an ultra smart party. 

“Was it you I kissed in the conservatory last 
night?” hubby inquired. 

She looked at him reminiscently: “About what 
time was it?” 


REFERRED TO ALL SCHOOLMA’MS 


Trustee—“We’re thinking of putting up a nice 
motto over your desk to encourage the children. 
How would ‘Knowledge is wealth’ do?” 

Teacher—“Not at all. The children know what 
my salary is.” 
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PREPARING FOR EMERGENCIES 


“So you want more wages?” said the warden of 
the penitentiary. 

“That’s what I do,” answered the cook. ‘This 
talk of punishing trust magnates is getting me 
more nervous every day. If I’ve got to learn to 
cook terrapin and lobster a la Newburg, I want 
more pay. And what’s more, I want to be called 
a ‘chef’.” 


AN ENCOURAGER OF MATRIMONY 


“I suppose a fellow ought to have a good deal 
of money saved up before he thinks of marrying.” 

“Nonsense! I didn’t have a penny when I started 
and I’m getting along fine now.” 

“That so? Installment plan?” 

“Yes; and we’ve only been married and keeping 
house for a year and I’ve got the engagement ring 
paid for already!” 


FOUR FAST-DAYS IN PROSPECT 


A Scotch minister while going home one dark 
night fell into a deep hole. Unable to get out, he 
shouted lustily, and at last a laborer heard him and 
came to his assistance. The minister told him how 
he got there and who he was, whereupon his rescuer 
remarked: “Weel, weel, ye needna’ kick up such a 
rumpus. Ye’ll no be needed afore Sunday, and this 
is only Wednesday nicht.” 
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THE ONE-TRACK MIND 


They were speaking about looking on the prac- 
tical side of things, and this incident was recalled: 

One afternoon late in the fall Uncle Josh was 
driving slowly toward the town when an acquaint- 
ance excitedly rushed out to the road and hailed 
him. 

“Say, Josh,” he exclaimed in a palpitating voice, 
“have ye heard the news?” 

“No, don’t kalkerlate I have,” responded Uncle 
Josh, sociably stopping his team. ‘‘What kind of 
news is it?” 

“Jim Smith committed suicide,’? answered the 
other. “Hung himself from a beam in the barn.” 

“Is that so?” thoughtfully rejoined Uncle Josh. 
“Wonder if he got all of his corn husked?” 


NO EVASION THIS TIME 
“Now, John,” said the millionaire’s sister, “‘be 
careful during your wedding ceremony. Remember, 
you are talking to the rector, not to a newspaper 
man. And when the rector asks you, ‘Do you take 
this woman to be your wedded wife?’ don’t say, 
‘There is no truth in the rumor.’ ” 


ALL DOUBT REMOVED 
Isaacs—“‘Cohen is going to retire from business 
for five years.” 
Abrams—“Oh, I heerd him say dot before.” 
Isaacs—“‘Yes, but dis time der judge of de court 
said it.” 
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SCOLDS ALL ALIKE 


“No such thing as stuck-uppishness about her,” 
says the loyal servitor, defending his mistress 
against the criticisms of the acquaintance who is 
inveighing against class discrimination and the atti- 
tude of the wealthy toward the working element. 

“Well, but don’t she order you around?” 

“Sure she does. But Lord! She bawls me out 
just the same as what she does her husband. She 
don’t make no difference between me an’ him, even.” 


CRESCENDO 


Mother (angrily )—“Why didn’t you come when 
I called you the first time?” 

Willie—* Cause I didn’t hear you till you called 
the third time.” 

Mother—“Now how could you know it was the 
third call unless you heard the other two?” 

Willie—“Easy enough, ma. I knew it was the 
third time ’cause you sounded so mad.” 


WHY SPEAK OF STONES? 


“We have been married twelve years,” said an 
heiress sentimentally to her husband, “and not once 
have I missed baking you, with my own hands, a 
birthday cake, have I, dear?” 

“No, my darling,” the husband answered ten- 
derly. ‘No, my darling Hildegarde, and I look 
back on those cakes as milestones in my life.” 
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THE WAY IT SEEMS 


“Children,” said the minister, addressing the 
Sunday school, “I want to talk to you a few 
moments about one of the most important organs 
in the whole world. What is it that throbs away, 
beats away, never stopping, never ceasing, whether 
you wake or sleep, night and day, week in and week 
out, month in and month out, year in and year out, 
without any volition on your part, hidden away, as 
it were, in the depths, unseen by you, throbbing, 
throbbing rhythmically all your life long?” 

And during the pause for oratorical effect came 
a small voice: “The gas meter.” 


LAMB, OR RAM? 


“It’s hard,” said the sentimental landlady at the 
dinner table “to think that this poor little lamb 
should be destroyed in its youth just to cater to 
our appetites.” 

“Yes,” replied the smart boarder, struggling with 
his portion; “it is tough.” 


A LIVING EXAMPLE 


Bald Teacher—“Now, boys, after what I’ve told 
you, can any of you define ‘nothing’ ?” 

Little Yorick—“‘Yes, sir, I can.” 

Teacher—“‘Well, how would you describe it?” 

Little Yorick—“Please, sir, it’s what you’ve got 
on the top of your head.” 
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FIRST AID 


A prominent physician was recently called to his 
telephone by a colored woman formerly in the serv- 
ice of his wife. In great agitation the woman 
advised the physician that her youngest child was 
in a bad way. 

“What seems to be the trouble?” asked the 
doctor. 

“Doc, she done swallered a bottle of ink! 

“T’ll be over there in a short while to see her,” 
said the doctor. “Have you done anything for 
her?” 

“I done give her three pieces o’ blottin’ paper, 
doc,” said the colored woman doubtfully. 


THE WAY IT GOES 


“There’s one good thing about buying a really 
handsome and expensive dress,” said Mrs. Bunting 
to Mrs. Larkin. 

“What is that?” 

“Why, you feel as though you really ought to 
buy another not quite so good, to save your best 


one.’ 


NOT A PERMANENT 


“T think the baby has your hair, ma’am,” said the 
new nurse girl, looking pleasantly at her mistress. 

“Gracious!” exclaimed the lady, glancing up 
from her novel. ‘Run into the nursery and take 
it away from her. She will ruin it.” 
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WILLING TO REPEAT 


Willie was a bright lad. He was employed in 
the office of a large manufacturer, and one day 
when he was in the engine room he noticed that 
there was something wrong. He gave warning and 
the result was that serious damage to the machinery 
was avoided. 

Of course, his employer was grateful and re- 
warded him with an additional half dollar a week. 

“Thank you, sir,” said Willie. “I will do my 
best to be worth it and to be a good servant to you.” 

“Good, my boy,” beamed the boss. “I’ve never 
been thanked like that before. See here, I’ll make 
that raise one dollar. Now, what have you to say?” 

“Well, sir,” said Willie, after a short hesitation, 
“would you mind if I said it again?” 


VERY OLD STUFF 


A few clever young men were gathered together 
at a table the other day. One of the company 
happened to be a visitor—a comedian. 

“Now, gents, guess I’ll show you something no 
creature ever saw afore, and no creature livin’ will 
See again. D’ye bet?” The bet was made. And 
the man took a nut off the dessert plate, and 
cracked it, held up the kernel between his finger and 
thumb. “Now, gents, I calculate none of yer ever 
seed that kernel afore, and (swallowing it), I guess 
you'll never see it again. Please fork out.” 
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NO TIME FOR ETIQUETTE 


The good people of the church gave the poor chil- 
dren of the parish a bountiful dinner and the delight 
of the youngsters was much more manifest than 
their table manners. One little fellow was discov- 
ered clutching a jam tart in one fist and a lump of 
pudding in the other. He was reproved for his 
breach of etiquette and took the reproach very 
meekly. But a moment later he turned to the diner 
next to him and remarked regretfully: “The trou- 
ble about these here table manners is that they was 
invented by somebody who wasn’t never really 
hungry.” 


A PLEASANTRY OF FATE 


“Yes,” said the London coster, “it was supersti- 
tion as made me marry my cousin. It was a tossup 
atween her an’ Mary, an’ one day I was thinking 
which of ’em to have—Mary or Anna—when I saw 
a cigar on the ground. I picked it up, an’ I’m 
blessed if it didn’t say on it, ‘Hav-anna,’ so I took 
her.” 

THE STILLER THE BETTER 


Three months after facing the parson together 
they were seated at the tea table. 

“Do you love me still?” queried the young wife, 
after the manner of her kind. 

“Of course I love you still,” he answered. “N ow, 
keep quiet while I read the paper.” 
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NOT A BAD GUESS 


“Now, boys, I have a few questions in fractions to 
ask,” said the teacher. ‘Suppose I have a piece of 
beefsteak and cut it into sixteen pieces, what would 
those pieces be called?” 

“Sixteenths,” answered one boy after meditating 
a moment. 

“Very good. And when the sixteenths were cut in 
half, what would they be?” 

There was silence in the class; but presently a 
little boy at the foot put up his hand. 

“Do you know, Johnny?” 

“Wash! answered Johnny, confidently. 


CONSOLATION FROM ABOVE 


An old darky in Richmond was desirous of joining 
a fashionable city church, and the minister, knowing 
it was hardly the thing to do and not wanting to 
hurt the old chap’s feelings, told him to go home 
and pray over it. 

In a few days the darky came back. 

“Well, what do you think of it bv this time?” 
asked the preacher. 

“Well, suh,” replied the darky, “I prayed an’ 
prayed an’ de good Lawd, He says to me, ‘Richard, 
I wouldn’t bother mah head about dat no mo’. I’ve 
been tryin’ to git into dat church mahse’f for de las’ 
twenty yeahs an’ I ain’t had no luck at all’.” 
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HE KNEW DAD 


Christy Mathewson, the Giant star, once went to 
Omaha and Kansas City to shoot clay pigeons. As 
a pigeon shot Mathewson might be regarded as one 
of the best pitchers in the National League. 

Upon his arrival home his young son was eager to 
know just how his score stood. 

“Well, son,” said the father, “I didn’t do as well 
as I expected. In fact, I hit but one pigeon.” 

“Who was holding it for you?” asked the boy. 


OR ON A STILL HUNT 


Church—“See that man going along with his 
head in the air, sniffing with his nose?” 

Gotham—“Yes ; I know him.” 

“T suppose he believes in taking in the pure 
» ozone?” 
' “No; he’s hunting for an automobile garage, I 
believe.” 


MUST STILL HAVE MONEY 


“So you want to marry my daughter, eh?” 
snorted the old man. “Do you consider yourself 
financially able to do so?” 

“Well,” replied the suitor, “after a fellow has 
bought chocolates and flowers for a girl for a year, 
and has taken her to the theater twice a week and 
is still not broke, I think he can afford to get 


married.” 
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THE RULING PASSION > 


A Scotch storekeeper in a Pennsylvania town , 


tells of a couple of his nationality who were having a. 


a love affair. Sandy had been courting Maggie 
for something like two years, but had never brought 
himself to a downright proposal. 


Once, when the two were sitting in silence, Maggie 
murmured : t 


“A penny for your thoughts, Sandy.” 


“Weel,” said Sandy, with surprising boldness, 
“tae tell ye the truth, I was jist thinkin’ how fine it 
wad be if ye were tae gie me a wee bit of a kiss.” 


“ve nae objection,” simpered Maggie, moving 
over and kissing Sandy on the ae of his left ear. 


Then she moved back. / 


Sandy relapsed into a brown study once more, 
and the clock ticked off several minutes. 


“An noo what are ye thinkin’ about, eh?” re- 
sumed Maggie. ‘“Anither kiss, maybe?” 


“Nae, Maggie; it’s mair serious noo.” 
“Ts it, Sandy?” asked Maggie, softly, her heart 
beating rapidly with anticipation. “An’ ‘what 


micht it be?” 


999 


“J was jist thinkin’,” answered Sandy, “that it 


was about time ye were payin’ me that penny!” 





_— 
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AN IRISH REVOLUTION 


One winter evening in Dublin, when a water 
inspector was going round, he stopped at one of the 
mains in a busy street to turn off the water during 
some repairs. He had just applied the handle to 
the tap and begun turning when a somewhat 
unsteady hand was placed on his shoulder, and he 
was confronted by a man in evening clothes, who, 
judging by his tone and manner, had been imbibing 
much too freely. 

“Ha, ha!’ he cried, with a gleam of satisfaction 
in his eye. “So I’ve found you at last, have I? It’s 
you that’s turning the street around, is it?” 


MUTUAL REGRETS 


Affable Passenger—‘Indeed, and you are a music 
hall artist! I am a banker and I think it must be 
at least twenty years since I was in a music hall.” 

Music Hall Artist (regretfully) — “And I am 
quite certain, sir. it’s twenty more years since I was 


in a bank.’’ 


HE STARTED SOMETHING 


“T am sorry you do not like the pretty vase I got 
you for your birthday. It cost $16. But you can 
exchange it for something else, no doubt.” 

“Yes, dear,” said his wife. “For it and $184 addi- 
tional I can get a fur coat, or for $600 additional 
I can get that grand piano I want.” 
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PROOF POSITIVE 


“Jimmy,” said the fond mother to her nine-year- 
old, “what became of that fruit cake I made for 
you as atreat yesterday? Did you eat it?” 

“No, mamma,” answered Jimmy, with a grin; 
“I gave it to the teacher instead.” 

“That was very generous of you, Jimmy,” com- 
plimented his mother. “And did your teacher eat 
ite”? 

“Yes, I think so,” answered Jimmy. “She wasn’t 
at school today.” 


PARTY OF THE SECOND PART 


Mrs. Smith was a widow, with two boys. She was 
known as an admirable disciplinarian. 

“Children,” she said at the dinner table one day, 
“I have something important to tell you. On Wed- 
nesday evening I shall marry Mr. White, whom you 
all know and respect.” 

There was a solemn pause for a moment and 
then Howard, the oldest boy, asked earnestly: 

“Mother, when are you going to tell Mr. White?” 


SPEEDING THEM UP 


“The wicked flee when no man pursueth,” quoted 
the deacon to the minister. 

“Yes,” said the minister, who believed in muscular 
Christianity, “that is true; but they make much 
better time when somebody is after them.” 
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WHO KNOWS? 


He had returned to his native village after an 
absence of some years and was inquiring about his 
old friends and acquaintances. 

“And where’s old Cooke?” was one question. 

Dead.” 

“Dead ?” 

“Dead |” 

“Well, peace to his ashes.” 

“Oh,” said the informant, “do you think he’s 
gone there?” 

ONE LAST LOOK 


A young man was stopped at the door of a fash- 
ionable church by the sexton with the inquiry: 

“Are you related to the bride or groom?” 

“No,” was the answer. 

“Then,” said the sexton, “you will pardon me 
for asking what interest you have in a ceremony that 
is to be of the quietest character?” 

“IT am,” the young man announced sadly, “I am 
the defeated candidate.” 


CAN’T BE DONE 


Little Robert — ‘Ma, was Robinson Crusoe an 
acrobat?” 

Mother—“I don’t know. Why?” 

Little Robert—“Well, here it reads that after he 
had finished his day’s work he sat down on his 
chest.” 
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INADMISSIBLE AS EVIDENCE 


During a “horse”’ case tried in Kansas, there was 
called to the witness stand a man well known for 
his expert knowledge of horses. 


“You saw this horse?” asked counsel for the 
other side. 

“Yes, sir, I—” 

‘What did you do?” 


“TI opened his mouth in order to find out how 
old he was, and I said to him, I said, ‘Old top, I 
guess you’re a good horse yet’.” 


At this juncture opposing counsel leaped to his 
feet. ‘Your honor,” he cried, “I object to the 
statement of any conversation between the witness 
and the horse when the plaintiff was not present!” 


HE KNEW A FEW THINGS 


Not all city folks are as ignorant of the farmers’ 
surroundings as the farmers suppose. This was 
evidenced by an incident in the stay of a young 
New Yorker on a New England farm. 


“Well, young man,” 


said the farmer to the city 
boarder, who was up early and looking around, 
“been out to hear the haycock crow, I suppose.” 


And the sly old chap winked at his hired man. 
The city man smiled. “No,” said he suavely, 


“T’ve been merely out tying a knot in a cord of 
wood.” 
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ANSWERED EVERY QUESTION 


Scene: A police court. Solicitor — “Do you 
know: the prisoner well?” 

Witness—“Never knew him ill, sir.” 

Solicitor—“But did you ever see the prisoner at 
the bar?” 

Witness—“Yes, sir, and took a glass with him 
once or twice.” 

Solicitor—“Then, how long have you known this 
man?” 

Witness—“From 2 feet up to 5 feet 10 inches.” 

Solicitor (petulantly )}—“Stand down!” 

Witness (cheerfully )—“Can’t! I can only stand 
up—or sit down.” 


SHE HAD BEEN AWAY BEFORE 


A Chicago man was seeing his wife off with the 
children for a vacation in the country. As she got 
into the train he said, with the fondest of expres- 
sions, “But, my dear, won’t you take some fiction 
to read?” 

*“No, sweetheart,” returned the wife. “I shall 
depend upon your letters from home.” 


IN USE JUST NOW 


Diner — “See here, where are those oysters I 
ordered on the half shell?” 

Waiter—“Don’t get impatient, sah. We’re dreffle 
short on shells; but you’re next, sah.” 
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TAKE YOUR TIME 


A section boss for a railway entering an Indiana 
town has a true Gaelic philosophy. One warm 
afternoon, while walking along the track, he found 
a section hand placidly sleeping beside the rails. 
The Irishman looked disgustedly at the slumberer 
for a full minute and then said: 

“Slape on, ye lazy boob, slape on, for as long 
as ye slape ye’ve got a job, but whin you wake up 
you ain’t got none.” 


AND NO QUARTER 


“They charged like demons,” said the retired 
colonel, excitedly. “I never saw anything to touch 
it. The way they charged positively staggered 
me.” 

“What does he mean?” whispered the man 
who had just come in to his neighbor. “Is he talk- 
ing about one of his old battles?” 

“No,” replied the other. “He is talking about 


the holiday he spent in the California hotels.” 


ANCIENT HISTORY 


“Now this is a secret and you mustn’t tell any- 
body.” 

“Rest assured that I won’t tell that secret to any- 
body, dear. I have no desire to figure as a female 
Rip Van Winkle. That secret is at least three weeks 
old.” 
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GOOD WHILE IT LASTS 


Dinah, the faithful colored servant of an Amer- 
ican family, had at last attained her ambition. She 
was the proud possessor of a husband. 


“Well, Dinah,” said her late mistress, meeting 
her some time after the ceremony, “I hope you are 
finding your new life all you expected.” 


“Yas, mum,” replied Dinah, gleefully. ‘Matri- 
mony sure am the proper state ob life for folks, 
ain’t it?” 

“And your husband,” went on the lady. “Is he 
a good provider?” 


‘Yas, mum, he sure am.” Then she went on, 
sadly: “‘He’s a mighty good provider, right enough, 
-but I’m pow’ful skeered that he’s gwine to get 
ketched at it.” 


THE HUNDREDTH MAN 


“I respectfully ask your honor,” said counsel in 
defending a prisoner charged with stealing, “to 
impress upon the jury that it is a fundamental prin- 
ciple of law that it is better for ninety-nine guilty 
men to escape than for one innocent man to be 
found guilty.” 

“Yes, that is true,” said the judge, reflectively, 
‘and I shall so instruct the jury; but I shall add 
that in the opinion of the court it is probable that 
the ninety-nine guilty men have already escaped.” 
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HE HAD TRIED IT 


Having purchased a new bicycle, Mr. Jackson 
presented his old one, still quite serviceable, to his 
Irish groom. 

“You'll find it useful when you’re in a hurry, 
Dennis,”’ he said, with a kindly smile. 

“Shure, it’s grateful Oi am to yer anner,” replied 
Dennis thoughtfully, “but Oi’m thinking it’ll be a 
long time before Oi trust mesilf on it.” 

“Why? Have you tried to ride one?” 

“Sure, Oi have,” replied the groom decidedly. 
“Oi borrowed wan from a frind and, after a day’s 
hard wurrk, shure Oi couldn’t balance mesilf on it 
standin’ still, let alone roide along the street.” 


NOTHING ELSE WOULD DO 


A conductor on the Cottage Grove line insists 
that the following incident really occurred on New 
Year’s morning: 

The car was proceeding at about one o’clock in 
the morning, when a tipsy individual who had been. 
celebrating the arrival of the new year throughout 
the night stepped onto the track and hailed the 
motorman, saying: “Shay, m’ fren’, is zish Cottage 
Grove owl car?” 

On being assured that it was a Cottage Grove 
car, but not an owl, he waddled unsteadily back to 
his seat on the curb, exclaiming: 

“Go along, then; ’m waiting for an owl car.” 
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WIVES, PLEASE READ 


The great detective, laying aside professional 
cares for the evening, is attending a dance. Intro- 
duced to a beautiful woman, he asks her to dance 
with him and she graciously consents. 

“You have been married several years,” he mur- 
murs, after a couple of rounds of the floor. 

“How could you guess that?” she asks. “I am 
not wearing my wedding ring. Do I look like a 
married woman?” 

“Not at all,” he replies, gallantly. “But I knew 
you were married the moment we started to dance. 
You at once began doing the leading.” 


RESURRECTION EXPECTED 


“De ole mule th’owed Brer Thomas head over 
heels inter de mill pond, en a ’gator riz up en swal- 
lered him!’ 

“Too bad!” 

“Yes, but I reckon we'll see him ag’in, kaze the 
*gator’s done crawled up on de bank en he’s lookin’ 


mighty sick!’ 


PISTOLS FOR TWO 


Yankee—“If some one were so ill-advised to call 
you a liar, colonel, in what light would you regard 
the act?” 

Kentucky Colonel—“I would regard it simply as 
a form of suicide, sah.” 
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NOT SO GREEN 


“Here, boy!” called out the office wit to the new 
boy, who seemed very green. “Run over to Nibs 
and Dibs and get three cents’ worth of pigeon’s 
milk, will you? MHere’s half a dollar; bring the 
change back to me and be quick about it.” 


The boy set out, but did not return for some 
time, and when he did get back the chief part- 
ner was giving some orders to Reginald. But the 
boy knew nothing of office etiquette, so he stepped 
between Reggie and the “boss,” and produced a 
live pigeon. 

“Here you are,” he said. “Mr. Nibs says you 
can jolly well milk the bird yourself. And there 
ain’t no change.” 


FINE THE ROOSTER 


Jim, the accused, was explaining to the court just 
how he came to be caught with the goods. 


“Yo’ see, judge, hit war jest a cur’ous coinci- 
dence. Ah were gwine home by ol’ man Johnson’s 
place, an’ sump’n mus’ ha’ skeered the chick’ns. One 
ol’ fool rooster he flew right squar’ into ma arms. 
An’ he was so skeered he jes’ hung fas’ to me, an’ 
Ah was so skeered Ah jes’ hung fas’ to him. An’ 
befo’ Ah could make him leggo ol’ man Johnson he 
come ’roun’ an’ things natchelly look a li’l mite 
suspishus.” 
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SISTER WAS AN ATHLETE 


A small boy was seated in the parlor with his 
sister’s young man. Being of an inquiring turn of 
mind he asked Mr. Gaysmith: 

“Do you weigh very much?” 

“About twelve stone, my little man,” the hopeful 
lover responded. 

“Do you think sister could lift you?” the boy 
continued. 

“Oh, goodness, no!” said the young man, blushing 
at the mere thought. “But why do you ask?” 

“I don’t believe she can either; but I heard her 
tell ma this morning that she was going to throw 
you over as soon as she could.” 


WE’VE SEEN THAT KIND 


“When I order poultry from you again,” said 
the man who quarrels with his grocer, “I don’t 
want you to send me any of those aeroplane 
chickens.” 

*“‘What kind do you mean?” 

“The sort that are all wings and machinery and 
no meat.” 


THESE SELFISH WOMEN! 


“I don’t like to have my husband prop up a 
newspaper at the breakfast table. Do you?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. It keeps the grape-fruit 
from spattering as far as it otherwise might.” 


i 
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NO SILENT NIGHT HERE 


Mr. Whately is a very light sleeper, one who is 
easily awakened and is a long time getting to 
sleep. 

One night recently, while traveling New York 
state, he was obliged to stop at a suburban hotel, 
and after much tossing about he finally succeeded 
in getting into a sound sleep. In answer to loud, 
repeated knocks on his door, he nervously sat bolt 
upright in bed. 

“What’s wanted?” he grumbled. 

“Package downstairs for you, sir.” 

“Well, let it stay there; it can wait till morning, 
I suppose.” 

The boy shuffled down the corridor and after a 
long time the guest fell into a sound sleep again. 
Then another knock came at the door. 

“Well, what’s up now?” queried Mr. Whately. 

“?Tain’t for you, that package!” 


WOULDN'T GET IT 


An Irishman and a Scotchman were working 
together on the docks in Liverpool when somehow 
the Scotchman slipped and fell into the water, and, 
being unable to swim and struggling in the water 
for some time, he shouted out: 

“Pat, Pat, will you drop me a line?” 

“What’s the use, man?” Pat said. ‘Sure there’s 
no postoffice where you’re going to.” 


eS 
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“AND THE GREATEST OF THESE—” 


Bishop Penhurst was talking, in Boston, about 
charity. 

“Some charities,” he said, “remind me of the 
cold, proud, beautiful lady who, glittering with dia- 
monds, swept forth from a charity ball at dawn, 
crossed the sidewalk and entered her limousine. 

“A beggar woman whined at the window: 

“ “Could ye give me a trifle for a cup of coffee, 
lady ?? 

“The lady looked at the beggar reproachfully: 

“ “Good gracious! she said. ‘Here you have the 
nerve to ask me for money when I’ve been tangoing 
for you the whole night through! Home, James?’ 

‘And she snapped the window shut in the beggar’s 
face indignantly,” 


HE HAS ONE OF THEM 


“What do you do when people come in here and 
bore you?” asked a friend of a merchant. “When 
they stay too long, the office boy, who is very bright 
and knows just when to interfere, tells me that a 
gentleman is in the counting room waiting to see 
me on important business.” “Ha, ha! That’s a 
capital way to get rid of the bores who don’t know.” 
Just then the boy opened the door and sang out: 
“Gent in the countin’ room to see you on important 


business, sir.” 
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ASK DAD; HE KNOWS 


Two girls were discussing the recent marriage of 
a mutual friend. 

“Everything went off splendidly, didn’t it?” said 
Dora, enthusiastically. “And didn’t dear Rose look 
perfectly sweet?” 

“Yes, she did,” agreed Nora. “She told me after 
the ceremony that there was only one drawback.” 

“What was that?” asked Dora, inquisitively. 

“Well, she felt that her father looked too cheerful 
when he gave her away.” 


THOSE TESTIMONIAL LETTERS 


A shopkeeper had in his employ a man so lazy 
as to be utterly worthless. One day, his patience 
exhausted, he discharged him. 

“Will you give me a recommendation?” asked the 
lazy man. 

The employer sat down to write a non-committal 
letter. His efforts resulted as follows: 

“The bearer of this letter has worked for me one 
week and I am satisfied.” 


A DIFFERENCE IN VALUES 


“How did Jack come to break with Miss Sweet- 
leigh? He used to say that she was as good as 
gold.” 

“Yes; but you see he’s got acquainted with a 
girl who has gold.” 
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HOLY SCRIPTURES 


“So you attend Sunday school regularly, do 
you?” inquired the new preacher, who was calling 
on little Nellie’s mother. “Then you must know a 
great deal about the bible. Can you tell me some- 
thing that’s in the bible now?” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Nellie. ‘hither hath thome 
dried leaveth in it, a pieth of Aunt Janeth wedding 
dreth, a pieth of my dreth when I wath a baby, 
thome hair and thither’th fellow’th picture.” 


RESTRICTING THE CAT’S DIET 


Mrs. Jones was on a visit to her parents and 
wrote the following postcard to her next door 
neighbor at home: 

“Will you do me a favor while I am away? Will 
you put out a little food in our back porch every 
day or so, for the little stray cat I have been feeding 
this winter? The cat will eat almost anything, but 
please do not put yourself out.” 


“TIME FLIES” 


A man went into a store to buy a fountain pen. 
The young saleswoman gave him one to try, and he 
covered several sheets of paper with the words 
“Tempus fugit.” 

The obliging vendeuse offered him another pen. 
“Perhaps,” she said, “‘you’d like one of these stubs 
better, Mr. Fugit.” 
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THE VOICE OF EXPERIENCE 


The younger man had been complaining that he 
could not get his wife to mend his clothes. “I asked 
her to sew a button on this vest last night, and she 
hasn’t touched it,” he said. At this the older man 
assumed the air of a patriarch. 

“Never ask a woman to mend anything,” he said. 
“You haven’t been married very long, and I think 
I can give you some serviceable suggestions. When 
I want a shirt mended I take it to my wife, flourish 
it around a little and say, ‘Where’s that rag-bag?” 

“What do you want of the rag-bag?’ asks my 
wife. Her suspicions are roused at once. 

**<T want to throw this shirt away ; it’s worn out,’ 
I say, with a few more flourishes. 

““Let me see that shirt, my wife says then. 
‘Now, John, hand it to me at once.’ 

“Of course I pass it over, and she examines it. 
‘Why, John Taylor,’ she is sure to say, ‘I never knew 
such extravagance! This is a perfectly good shirt. 
All it needs is—’ And then she mends it.” 


NONE DO, NOWADAYS 


Mrs. Pat—“I say, Pat, did yez git the job from 
Mr. Eidleman?” 

Pat—*Oi did thot.” 

Mrs. Pat—“An I’m glad ov thot. He’s a foine 
man to work for. Ye can’t do too much for him.” 

Pat—“Begorra, I don’t intind to!” 
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WANTED A DIFFERENT POLISH 


A little lad who shines shoes for a living is a 
regular attendant at a mission Sunday school. He 
was keenly disappointed when, at Christmas time, 
his gift from the tree turned out to be a copy of 
Browning’s poems. 

The next Sunday, however, the See eaten) 
announced that any child not pleased with his gift 
could have it exchanged. Jimmie marched boldly 
te the front with his. 

“What have you there, Jimmie?” 

“Browning.” 

“And what do you want in exchange?” 

“Blacking!”’ 


PERHAPS SHE WAS 


“My wife gave a reception yesterday.” 

“Did you attend?” 

“Yes, I played a practical joke on her. I got in 
line when she was receiving, and before she knew it 
she was smiling and saying she was glad to see 


me.”’ 


CONSIDERABLE HANDICAP 


Mrs. Snooper—“I wonder if it is true, as Dr, 
Jacobi says, that the baby of today has a better 
chance of life than the baby of fifty years ago?” 

Snooper—“Certainly it is. The baby of fifty 
years ago is half a century old now.” 
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MIRTHFUL MOMENTS 


Far out from the village in the middle of a lonely 
road a wayfarer was stopped by a footpad and 
relieved of his valuables. And all the time the thief 
smiled and smiled. 

“What are you grinning at?’ demanded the vic- 
tim at last, angered by that smile. 

“Oh, nothing special,” replied the thief, lightly. 
“Tt’s only that I’m one of those chaps who can’t take 
things seriously.” 


THE FRUITS OF VICTORY 


They visited the museum and were looking at 
the statue of a Roman gladiator. One of his arms 
was broken off, his left leg ended at the knee, his 
helmet was battered and there were several patches 
on his face. He represented “Victory.” 

“I say,” said one of the visitors to his companion, 
“if that fellow won, I would like to see the bloke 
who lost.” 


NOT MANY THERE NOW 


A Southerner had gone to New York for the 
purpose of endeavoring to interest capital in Floral 
Park, a tract of real estate which he owned. 

“What’s the population of this Floral Park of 
yours?” he was asked. 

“Well,” the Southerner replied, “do you mean 
when I’m here or there?” 
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COULD NOT TRUST HIM 


After a wordy argument in which neither scored, 
two Irishmen decided to fight it out. It was agreed 
that when either said “I’ve enough” the fight should 
cease. 

After they had been at it about ten minutes one 
of them fell, and immediately yelled, “Enough! 
I’ve enough!” 

But his opponent kept on pounding him until a 
man who was watching them said: 

“Why don’t you let him up? He says he’s got 
enough.” 

“I know he says so,” said the victor, between 
punches, ‘‘but he’s such a liar you can’t believe a 
word he says.” 


REACHED HIS LIMIT 


“Dad,” said Tommy, asking his fifty-first ques- 
tion that evening, “‘is a vessel a boat?” 

“Well, yes,’ said his parent, trying to read his 
paper, “‘you can call a vessel a boat, certainly.” 

“Well, what kind of a boat is a blood vessel?” 

“A lifeboat, of course. Now run off to bed.” 


NO GOWNS AND NO FARE 


“TI would I were a bird,” sang the wife gayly. 

“I would you were, too,” sighed the husband. 
“Then you could go South for the winter without 
its costing me anything.” 


214 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK - 


REACHED HIS LIMIT 


When the ladies in charge were clearing up the 
left-overs after a Sunday-school picnic given to 
children of the poor quarter, several slices of cake 
were found which they did not wish to carry home. 

One said to a small lad who was already asthmatic 
from gorging, “Here, boy, won’t you have another 
piece of cake?” 

“Well,” he replied, taking it rather listlessly, “I 
guess I can still chaw, but I can’t swaller.” 


THE LAND OF BLARNEY 


When Father Tim Dempsey visited his former 
home in Ireland he heard this story: 

An old woman was being assisted out of a cab 
by the driver. 

“Be careful, my good man,” she said, “I am a 
very old woman.” 


bf 


“By gorry, ma’am,” said the cabby, “no matter 


what age ye are, ye don’t look it.” 


PHYSICALLY CORRECT 


During a talk on character the teacher held up 
a picture of a kind faced old man. 

“Who is this?” she asked. 

“Longfellow!” chorused the class. 

“Good!” said the teacher. ‘Mary, tell us what 
you notice about his face?” 

“Lots of whiskers,” answered Mary, promptly. 
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BISHOP WAS ONCE A BOY 


A large, rich, brown piece of fruit-pudding was 
served to the guest, the Bishop, and a piece each 
also to the hostess and the host. Then the maid 
brought to the ten-year-old son a small turnover 
slightly burned. As his mother poured the coffee 
she heard the boy say briskly, though in a smoth- 
ered tone, to the Bishop, “Say, mister, ’ll you 
trade?” 

A moment of silence followed. Looking up the 
hostess was horrified to see the little turnover 
quickly transferred to the Bishop’s plate; while the 
boy hastily seized and ate the thick, juicy piece of 
pudding. e 


EASILY EXPLAINED 


Wife—*John, I saw in the paper that a nautical 
mile is nearly a seventh more than a land mile. 
Why is that, I wonder?” 

Husband—“Well—er—you know, my dear, that 
things swell in the water!” 


CONSIDERABLE FEAT 


At school one day a little girl who was chewing 
gum had extended her feet out into the aisle of the 
room instead of keeping them under her desk. The 
teacher, whose strong point was propriety, said in 
a severe tone, “Jennie, take your gum out of your 
mouth and put your feet in immediately.” 
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THE HEIGHT OF LUXURY 


Pat, Mike and Dennis were down in the trench 
digging a drain. 

“Heigho,” said Mike, “phwat wud ye do, Denny, 
me bye, if yez had a million dollars?” 

“Phwat wud I do, is it? Well, I’ll tell ye; sure 
the first thing’d be wan av thim uttermobiles, and 
the next’d be a big diamon’ in me shirtfront. 
Phwat you be afther doin’, Mike?” 

“I think the first thing, Denny, I’d buy th’ owld 
woman a grand house, a fine dress and mesilf a new 
pipe and a fast horse. Phwat wud ye be doing, 
Pat?” 

“Well, T’ll tell ye,” replied Pat thoughtfully. 
“I'd go up to the finest hotel I could find and rint 
the best room in the house, and than I’d go t’ bed 
and tell *em to call me at six in the marnin’.” 

“And phwat’d ye be doin’ at six in th’ marnin’ 
wid a million dollars?” inquired the puzzled Mike. 

“Well,’’ replied Pat, “I’d wait till they’d come 
and knocked in me durr, and thin I'd yell: ‘Go to th’ 
divil—I don’t have to git up? ” 


*TWOULD SUIT THE MINISTER, TOO 


Mrs. Homespun—‘What’ll we contribute to the 
minister’s donation-party ?” 

Farmer Homespun — “Wal, I dunno, Hannar. 
Taters is way up, pork is ’way up, fowl is ’way up 
—we’ll save money by giving him money.” 
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EMPTY PEWS 


One Sunday as a retired clergyman, who occa- 
sionally officiated in a neighboring church, was 
returning home, he was accosted by a quaint old 
woman, a housekeeper in the employ of a dear 
friend. 

“JT want to tell you, sir,” said the old woman, 
“how much I enjoy going to church on the days 
that you preach.” 

Expressing his appreciation of the compliment 
the clergyman said that he was much gratified to 
hear it, adding that he feared he was not so popu- 
lar a minister as others in the city, and then asked: 

‘What particular reason have you for enjoyment 
when I preach?” 

“Oh, sir,” she answered with appalling candor, 
“T get such a good seat then!” 


SOME IDEAS OF HIS OWN 


It was Dick’s turn to read his composition in 
school. He arose, walked up in front of his teach- 
er’s desk and after making his bow unrolled a sheet 


of foolscap and began: 


“Cows: 


“Cows is a very useful animal. Cows give milk, 
but as for me, ‘Give me Liberty or give me death’.” 
¢ 
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NOT A CHANCE 


The street car was crowded and a gentleman with 
kindly twinkles in his eyes took five-year-old Tom 
upon his lap. 

“This will be better than standing, won’t it, my 
boy?” he suggested. 

“Uh, huh,” Tom replied, without enthusiasm. He 
had rather enjoyed lurching about the aisle just 
like his father. 

“But you want to be careful that I don’t pick 
your pocket,” the gentleman cautioned, in a 
whisper. 

“Can’t,” Tom retorted, his voice somewhat muf- 
fled. ‘Soon as I saw you lookin’ at me I put my 
penny in my mouth.” 


SHE COULD SPELL, TOO 


The Misses White were calling on a new neighbor, 
and while they were awaiting her appearance a 
little girl came into the room, evidently bent upon 
the rescue of a doll recently abandoned there. 
Naturally she was viewed with some curiosity, and 
one of the callers, thinking herself secure in the 
child’s obviously tender age, spelled a low-voiced 
comment, “Not very p-r-e-t-t-y!’ To her horror 
the small maiden paused on the threshold, and, look- 
ing contemptuously at the culprit, remarked, with 
lofty composure, “No, not very p-r-e-t-t-y, but 
rather s-m-a-r-t.” 
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LOST HER WEDDING FEE 


In a small town in Pennsylvania there lives a 
woman preacher. 

One Sunday afternoon she heard a timid knock 
at the parsonage door. She answered it herself, and 
found a bashful young German standing on the 
step. He was a stranger, but the minister greeted 
him pleasantly, and asked him what he wished. 

“Dey say der minister lifed in dis house, hey?” 

“Tees, Sir.” 

“Yess? Vell, I want to git marriet.” 

“All right; I can marry you.” 

Whereupon the German jammed his hat on his 
head, turned and fled down the walk. 

“You gets no chance mit me!” he called back. 
“T haf got me a girl alreaty !” 


ALL THE SYMPTOMS 


The governor was talking about the difficulties of 
the profession of politics. 

“T am in hearty sympathy,” he said, “with a ward 
leader who announced to his friends the other day 
that his new son—a nine pound babe—bade fair 
te grow up a very successful politician. 

“‘How can you tell that already, Jake? ee 
asked him. ‘Why the kid can’t talk yet.’ 

“ No,’ said Jake, ‘but he has already started try- 
ing to kick and shake hands at the same time.’ ” 
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SHE IDENTIFIES HERSELF 


“But I don’t know you, madam,” protested the 
paying teller to a woman who had presented a 
check. The woman, instead of replying haughtily, 
“T do not wish your acquaintance, sir,” merely gave 
him a glassy smile and said: 

“Oh, yes, you do. I don’t need any one to 
identify me. I’m the ‘red-headed hen’ next door to 
you, whose ‘imps of boys’ are always running across 
your garden. When you started to town this 
morning your wife said: ‘Now, Henry, if you want 
a dinner fit to eat this evening you'll have to leave 
me a little money. I can’t keep this house on air.’ ” 

“Here is your money,” interrupted the paying 


teller faintly. 


THE USUAL DISAPPOINTMENT 


A Glassmaker’s van had drawn up at the curb, 
and a number of men took from it a large plate glass 
pane to be placed in a Main street shop window. 
As they proceeded to the window, carefully bearing 
the pane of glass, the usual crowd stopped to watch. 
Among these people were a couple of young fellows, 
who appeared more interested than any one else. 

After a while, wearying of the deliberateness of 
the men with the glass, one of the young men said 
to the other. 

“Come, Bill, we might as well go along. They 
are not going to let it fall.” 
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ECHOED BY ALL PRESENT 


One morning a Sunday-school was about to be 
dismissed and the youngsters were already in antici- 
pation of relaxing their cramped little limbs after 
the hours of confinement on straight-backed chairs 
and benches, when the superintendent arose and, 
instead of the usual dismissal, announced: “And 
now, children, let me introduce Mr. Smith, who will 
give us a short talk.” 

Mr. Smith smilingly arose and, after gazing im- 
pressively around the classroom, began with: “I 
hardly know what to say,” when the whole school 
was convulsed to hear a small, thin voice back in 
the rear lisp: 

“Thay amen and thit down!” 


THEY STILL HAVE THE WORD 


“it was a great move the Russians made in abol- 
ishing vodka.” 

“Yes,” replied the man who is never happy, “only 
it seems to me they have gotten rid of about the 
only word in their language that is easy to pro- 
nounce.” 


THAT’S THE STUFF! 


“Before we were married you used to send around 
a dozen roses every week,” said she. 

“Roses are easy,” replied he. “This week I’m 
going to send around two tons of coal and a rib- 


roast.” 
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HE WAS A GENTLEMAN 


The woman slipped a dime into the glove of her 
left hand. She would be at the subway in a moment 
and the dime so placed would facilitate matters. As 
she passed City Hall the ring of the coin as it 
struck the pavement reached her ears. She saw a 
dime rolling at her feet. 


A fat man, subway bound, also heard and saw it. 
Both stooped to pick it up. She was first. His 
hand only fanned the dust from the sidewalk. 


“I beg your pardon,” he said, as he straightened 
up, rather red in the face. 


“Not at all,” she said. “I thank you for your 
courtesy.” 


Seated in the train her gloved hand involuntarily 
went to her hair. A dime dropped into her lap. 
Then she understood. 


LADY LUCK IN FROWNING MOOD 


A gentleman in New Orleans advertised for a 
man to do chores around the house and the adver- 
tisement was answered by a colored man. 


“Are you married?” asked the prospective em- 
ployer. 

“Yas, suh, I’s married,” replied the applicant, 
“but mah wife is out of a job. Dat’s why I’s got to 
shif? for mahself.” 
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IMPROVED WITH TIME 


“Have you ever heard Junkins relate the time he 
got halfway up Mont Blanc with one of his little 
nephews and no guide?” asked one man of another. 

“How long ago did he tell you about it?” was 
the evasive reply. 

“Last March, when he’d just got home,” said the 
first man. 

“Well,” said the other, “in eight months since 
then he has climbed the rest of the way, succored a 
fainting guide and sustained a snowstorm on the 
summit, resuscitated two benumbed strangers on 
the way down and guided the entire party to the 
foot, where a group of frantic relatives was wait- 


bs 3° 
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ing: 


WE CAN RECOMMEND THIS 


A Janesville young woman who thought she was 
losing her husband’s affection, went to a seventh 
daughter of a seventh daughter for a love powder. 
The mystery woman told her: 

“Get a raw piece of beef, cut flat, about an inch 
thick. Slice an onion in two and rub the meat on 
both sides with it. Put on pepper and salt, and 
roast it on each side over a red coal fire. Drop on 
it three lumps of butter and two sprigs of parsley, 
and get him to eat it.” 

The young wife did so, and her husband loved 
her ever after. 
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DOCTOR KNEW HIM 


The other day the mills had just stopped, and 
a weaver named Dick, who was noted for his stingy 
and miserly ways, was going home. Dick hadn’t 
been very well that day. Just as he left the mill 
he happened to meet a doctor. So, thinking he 
could get some medical advice for nothing he 
stopped the doctor and said he was very ill. 

“Where do you suffer most?” said the medical 
man. 

“In my chest, doctor.” 

“Ah, that’s bad. Please close your eyes. That’s 
right. Now put out your tongue, so that I can 
examine it closely.” 

Dick did as he was told. After he had waited 
for about ten minutes he opened his eyes to find an 
amused crowd of factory people round him, the 
doctor having meanwhile disappeared. 


WAIT TILL THEY ROAR 


A fond mother, hearing an unusual noise in the 
nursery overhead, hurried upstairs to find out what 
was the matter. 

She found Johnny sitting in the middle of the 
floor quietly smiling. 

“Oh,” said he, “I’ve locked Grandpa and Uncle 
Henry in the cupboard, and when they get a little 
angrier I am going to play Daniel in the lion’s den.” 
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THOSE INTIMATE UNDIES 


“What can I do you for—do for you?” asked 
the sweet young saleswoman. 

Timothy Trask grasped the counter with one 
hand and the blood left his face and came back with 
a few friends. 

“Well, sir?” came a little tartly from Anastasia 
Skiggs (for such was the saleswoman’s name). 

Timothy Trask grasped the counter with his 
other free hand and his face turned the color of 
stewed raspberries. 

It was then that Anastasia Skiggs was struck by 
the horrible thought that the man had deliberately 
chosen her counter as a place to fall down in a 
fit at. 

“Oh, sir, take the perfumery counter, three 
aisles down; there’s a nice soft carpet there,” she 
pleaded. 

Without a word Timothy Trask turned and fled. 
He bolted into a telephone box, from which he called 
up to his wife: 

‘Come down and buy your own corsets 


Ee 


LISTEN TO THE GOOD FOLKS 


First “Central”—‘“Why don’t you get married, 


Jane?” 
Second Ditto — “I should get married! After 


what I heard all those married birds tell over the 
wire !” 
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EFFICIENCY UP-TO-DATE 


The visitor was being shown about by the head of 
the up-to-date business house. 

“Who is that dapper youth at the glass-topped 
desk?” he asked. 

“That is the superintendent of the card index 
system. He keeps an index showing where the index 
cases are.” 

“Who is the young man with the gray gaiters 
and the efficient ears?” 

“He keeps an index showing the length of time 
it takes to index the indexes.” 

‘“‘Who is the girl with the golden hair?” 

“She decides under what index an index to the 
index of the filing cabinets shall be placed.” 

“And who is the gray-haired man at the dis- 
ordered desk in the corner?’’. 

“Oh, that’s Old Joggs. He doesn’t fit in very 
well with the rest of the office, but I have to keep 
him around. He’s the only employe who can find 
important papers when I want them in a hurry.” 


HE KNEW WHEREOF HE SPOKE 


“Now the season of the green apple has arrived,” 
said the teacher, ‘“and—” 

“Yessum,” shouted Tommy quickly. 

“You should not interrupt me, Tommy, but how 
did you know about it?” 

“T’ve had inside information, ma’am.” 
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AND HE MEANT SO WELL 


“I was presented at a ball,” said Jones, “to a 
young lady whose proportions were anything but 
meager. After the accustomed manner, I asked her 
to honor me with a dance. She replied with a deso- 
late air: 

“*T am only free for the cotillion and I cannot 
pledge myself for that, because I am not certain 
whether my people will not be leaving before it 
comes off,’ ” 

Jones thought he would seize the chance of a 
compliment and said, “Oh, how empty the room 
will seem after you have left it.” 

You should have seen the savage look that she 
gave poor Jones. 


LARGELY OVERSTOCKED ALREADY 


“Do you think, my darling,” he gurgled, “that 
your father will consent to our marriage?” 

“Well, popkins,” she replied, “of course, papa 
will be sorry to lose me; still—” 

“But,” interrupted the ardent one, “I will remind 
him that instead of losing a daughter he will gain 
a son.”? 

A deadly pallor overspread her damask cheek. 

“Clarence,” she cried, “if you really want me, I 
implore you to say nothing so foolish. Papa has 
three such sons living with him now, and _ he’s 
extraordinarily touchy on the subject.” 
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THE SPENDTHRIFT SCOT 


*““Noo,” said Macswich, the autocrat of the little 
Scotch school, “ye’ll recite that poem afore the 
class, Wullie Macsnortle, an’ see that ye gie it in 
perfec’ English.” 

The youthful William declaimed with such ability 
that the dominie was moved almost to tears—nay, 
he even rewarded the diligent scholar with a half- 
penny. 

“It wis weel dune,” he said, “near as weel as I 
could hae dune it maself. Ishmir Macalister, we'll 
hear ye next.” 

The recitation of Macalister was given in even 
more perfect English than the last. The dominie 
was delighted. ‘“‘Laddie,” said he in an ecstasy of 
satisfaction, “if I had that bawbee back again I’d 
gie it tae ye!” 


HE KNEW WHERE HE WAS 


When the late Robert Aull was park commis- 
sioner of St. Louis there was a negro boy called 
“Possum” who helped around the boathouse in 
Forest Park Lake. Possum was a mighty hunter 
and fisherman, and those qualities appealed to 
Colonel Aull. Sometimes Colonel Aull and Possum 
took lanterns at night and caught a mess of frogs 
in Forest Park. 

Possum had a falsetto voice and a vast ignorance 
of how to use the telephone. He had located sev- 
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eral fat, fine frogs and he thought Colonel Aull 
might like to gig, and he called him up at the City 
Hall. 

The Commissioner’s stenographer answered the 
telephone, and, after hearing Possum’s shrill tenor 
demanding an interview with “Mistah Aull,” she 
said: “There’s a lady on the ’phone who wants to 
speak to you personally.” 

Colonel Aull went to the telephone, and said: 
“Well, this is Mr. Aull; what is it, madam?” 

The reply came: “Thith ith Pothum! I want to 
talk to Mr. Aull.” 

“This is Mr. Aull. Who are you?” 

“Thith ith Pothum. Don’t you know Pothum? 
Pothum, the nigger out at Foreth Park. I want 
you to come and meet me, and we'll get thome 
frawgth.” 

“Oh, all right, Possum. Where are you?” 

“'Thuh?” 

“Where are you?” 

“I don’t know what you thaid. Thith ith 
Pothum. I want you to come right out and meet 
me.” 

“All right, I'll come, but where are you?” 

“IT don’t know what you thaid.” 

Then the park commissioner, raising his voice, 
resorted to the language of the plain people: 
*‘Where are you at?” 

“Oh,”’ responded Possum, with a sigh of relief. 
*“Heah I ith.” 
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JOKING THE JOKER 


Nearly every one of his friends had suffered from 
the caprice of the practical joker. Happily the 
joker had weak points of his own. One of them was 
a dislike for night air. One morning about two 
o’clock there came a tremendous thumping at his 
front door. The joker hopped out of bed, opened 
his front window, and leaned out. 


“In heaven’s name, what is the matter?” he said. 


“One of your windows is open,” said a man on 
the sidewalk. 


“Which one?” said the joker. 


“The one you have stuck your head torougy ne 
was the reply. 


A PLACE FOR THE PROPHET 


There was an eloquent divine who was preaching — 
on the subject of prophecy, and in the course of his 
address he made an attempt to place the prophets 
m what he thought to be their due relative positions. 
He had devoted half an hour to Jeremiah, etc., 
when he appealed to his congregation saying: 
“And now we have come to Hosea. What place shall 
we assign Hosea?” 


At this a little man in the center of the congre- 
gation arose from his seat, picked up his hat, coat 
and umbrella and, turning toward the pulpit, said: 
“Minister, he can have my place; I’m going home.” 
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THERE’S MUSIC IN THE AIR 


“Marriage!” said the sentimental man with a 
sigh. ““Heaven’s greatest boon to man—a good wife. 
My friends, it is this that makes life possible, filling 
it with happiness and taking away all loneliness and 
misery. Marriage is one grand, sweet song!’ he 
finished with a rapturous air. 

His listeners were impressed; all except a prac- 
tical looking chap in one corner, who promptly rose 
to his feet. 

“Well, marriage may not be exactly one grand, 
sweet song,” he said slowly, “but it’s certainly one 
grand, sweet refrain—refrain from tobacco, refrain 
from the theater, refrain from games, refrain from 
motoring week-ends—in fact, refrain from pretty 
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well everything 


PITY THE POOR NEIGHBORS 


“J heard your daughter is taking singing lessons. 
Don’t you find it rather expensive?” 

“Well, it’s cheaper than hiring a lawyer.” 

“What has a lawyer got to do with singing les- 
sons?” 

“Nothing at all, but I want to get out of the 
apartment I’m in, and if I hired a lawyer to break 
the lease it would cost me more than to pay for 
singing lessons and let the landlord break the lease 


himself.” 
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PREPARED FOR EMERGENCIES 


My old friend Hiram was a pretty wise farmer. 
One day I found him packing a trunk. He put in 
a nightgown. It wasn’t a man’s nightgown. “Look 
here, Hiram,” says I, “what’s the idea of a woman’s 
nightgown in your baggage?” Hiram looked at 
me as if I ought to know better, and said: “I’m 
going to cross the ocean and I want to be ready if 
the boat sinks. Remember the motto, ‘Women and 
children first’.” 


THE CHEAPER WAY 


“What’s the matter with young Mrs. Gadder?” 

“She’s broken hearted and says Mr. Gadder no 
longer loves her.” 

“Why does she think that?” 

“She wrote a letter to Santa Claus asking for a 
set of furs and gave it to him to mail.” 

“Well?” 


“He mailed it.” 


TOLD OUT OF COURT 


Lawyer’s Wife—So your client was acquitted 
of murder. On what grounds?” 

Lawyer—Insanity. We proved that his father 
once spent two years in an asylum.” 

Lawyer’s Wife—“But he didn’t, did he?” 

Lawyer—“Yes. He was doctor there, but we 
had no time to bring that fact out.” 
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A BLUE-GRASS ORATOR 


In the days of his youth Senator Blackburn of 
Kentucky was asked by a friend to second a duel. 
He consented and at the next sunrise the parties 
met. It was Mr. Blackburn’s duty to say the last 
word concerning the terms of the duel. One of the 
senator’s colleagues recently said at a Washington 
dinner that although Mr. Blackburn faithfully 
performed the duty, the duel never took place. 

A murmur of “Why not?” went round the table 
at this remark. 

“For a very simple reason,” continued Mr. Black- 
burn’s colleague. “When Joe finished speaking it 
was too dark for a duel.” 


é 


CONCLUSIVE EVIDENCE 


William and Henry, chauffeurs, were discussing 
the ill luck of a fellow-chauffeur, Clarence, who had 
the day before been fined for taking out his em- 
ployer’s car without permission. 

“But how did the boss know Clarence had taken 
the car out?” asked Henry. 

“Why,” explained William, “Clarence ran over 
him.” 

WILL BECOME A PROMOTER 


“What did your son learn at college?” 
“Well, sir, he can ask for money in such a way 
that it seems like an honor to give it to him.” 
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SIMPLY CURIOSITY 
Hilda Jensen rushed up to Officer Cohen. 
“Officer, that man is following me!” 


“Faith, then, I’ll follow th’ man an’ see why he’s 
folleyin’ ye!” spoke Officer Cohen, who had been a 
member of the force for some time. 


A crowd of small boys, seeing a policeman fol- 
lowing a man, started in pursuit and followed the 
policeman. 


At that a crowd of men, seeing a crowd of boys, 
followed the crowd of boys. 


The rest of the city, observing all these people 
following one another, took the procession for a 
parade and soon had the sidewalks roped off and 
themselves lined in dense banks behind the ropes to 
enjoy the spectacle. 


The board of education, hearing of a parade, 
declared a holiday and thousands of children ran 
trooping out of the schools. Catching the infec- 
tion, banks closed and general jubilations reigned. 

When Officer Cohen caught up to the strange 
follower of Hilda Jensen, it developed that he had 
only been endeavoring to return her handkerchief, 
which she had dropped. It had once again been 
demonstrated that all an idea needs in this dear old 


country of ours is a good start. 
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WORDS OF CHEER 


A professional boxer was badly beaten in a spar- 
ring match, and carried to his bed in an exhausted 
and melancholy condition. 

“I wish you’d say something to cheer him up, 
doctor,” pleaded the defeated warrior’s wife. “He's 
gettin’ low in his mind, and when he’s like that 
you've no idea how hard it is to wait on him. He’s 
worse than a bear with toothache.” 

“What can I say that will please him most?” 
asked the doctor. 

“You might just tell him, in an offhand way, that 
the man as licked him is mighty bad in the ’orspital, 
and that they may have to hold a post mortem on 
him any minute now,’ was the solemn suggestion. 


AMEN TO BOTH 


There had been a difference of opinion in the 
preacher’s family, and youthful Elizabeth thought 
that she had received the worst of it. So at 
prayer-time she was resentful and unhappy, but she 
went through her usual petitions. “O Lord,” she 
finally prayed, “make all the bad people good. 
And, God, if you can, please make all the good 


people nice.” 


THERE IS A DIFFERENCE 


“Are you fond of music?” 
“Not very, but I prefer it to popular songs.” 
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WHY NOT WRITE THE TRUTH? 


The two women were discussing that never failing 
theme—the incompetency of domestic servants. 

“Well, I am looking for a new cook,” said one of 
the women, “and I am at my wits’ end. They come 
to you as experts, well recommended and all that, 
and they turn out to be lazy and incompetent. I 
declare I can’t understand it.” 

‘“‘What became of the cook you had last week?” 
asked the other. 

“My dear, she was positively the limit. She 
couldn’t cook, she broke dishes, she wasted food, she 
wasn’t neat and she was impudent. I have reason 
to believe that she drank. Oh, I had to get rid of 
her. Honestly, she was so bad in every way that I 
could hardly think of a thing to say when I wrote 


a recommendation for her!’ 


ANOTHER WAY OF SAYING IT 


A Congressman from Maryland, in the course of 
a debate, called an Indiana Representative an ass. 
This was, of course, unparliamentary, and had to 
be withdrawn. 

The Marylander said: “I withdraw the language, 
Mr. Speaker, but I insist that the gentleman from 
Indiana is out of order.” 

“How am I out of order?” yelled the Westerner. 

“Probably a veterinary surgeon could’ tell you,” 
retorted the Marylander. 
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CAVEAT EMPTOR 


Excited Individual—See here, Mr. Bangs, you 
are a scoundrel of the first water. When I bought 
that horse I thought I was getting a good, sound 
animal, but he’s spavined and blind and got the 
staggers. Now, I want to know what you’re going 
to do about it?” 

Bangs—Something ought to be done, that’s a 
fact.” 

Excited Individual—“Well, I should say there 
ought.” 

Bangs—“Well, I’ll give you the name of a good 
veterinary surgeon; it’s a shame to allow the horse 
to suffer in that way.” 


PUTTING HIM TO WORK 


Mother was expecting an important visitor—no 
less a person than a bishop. And among her other 
preparations she was anxiously instructing the 
children how to behave. 

““Now, dears,” she said, as a last warning, “I 
want you to keep very quiet and good while the 
bishop is here, and not say or do anything which 
might make him feel affronted.” 

Little 4 year old Mary looked up at her with 
tears in her starlike eyes. 

“Oh, mother,” she said, regretfully, “mayn’t we 
even ask him to christen the new kittens?” 
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YOU’LL GET IT ON SECOND READING 


“Now,” said Mr. Jones, energetically. “I think 
it’s high time, Jimmy, that you began to learn 
something, and I am going to teach you, so we will 
begin by counting the people in our family.” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Jimmy. 

“Now, mother is one and I am one, so that makes 
two, doesn’t it?” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Jimmy. 

“And now, grandma is one more, and she makes 
how many?” 

Jimmy looked interested, but doubtful. 

“Three, isn’t it?” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Jimmy. 

“And now, there’s grandpa. He makes—how 
many? Four, isn’t it?” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Jimmy. 

‘And then, there’s Aunt Ellen. She makes—how 
many? Five, isn’t it?” 

“Yeth, thir,” said Jimmy. 

“And then, there’s Uncle Stephen. He makes—” 

“But, daddy,” exclaimed Jimmy, “do they all 
make hominy?” 


SAMPLES NOT UP TO STANDARD 


“Pa, what are ancestors?” 
“Well, my son, I’m one of yours. Your grandpa 
is another.” 


“Oh! Then why is it people brag about them?” 
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WILLING TO TRY ANY TUNE 


A highlander by the name of MacDougall, who 
for years had prided himself in being able to play 
any tune that had ever been played on the pipes, 
had perched himself on the side of one of his native 
hills one Sunday morning and commenced blowing 
for all he was worth. 

Presently the minister came along, and, going up 
to MacDougall with the intertion of severely rep- 
rimanding him, asked, in a very harsh voice, “Mac- 
Dougall, do you know the ten commandments?” 

MacDougall scratched his chin for a moment, 
and then, in an equally harsh voice, said: 

“D’ye think you’ve beat me? Just whistle the 
first three or four bars, and I'll have a try at it.” 


HOW TO GET A SEAT 


A wag went to one of the stations of the Metro- 
politan railway one evening last week, and, finding 
the best seats all taken, opened the door of a car- 
riage and said: 

“Why, this train isn’t going.” 

A general stampede ensued and the wag took 
the coveted seat in the corner. 

In the midst of the general indignation he was 
asked : 

“Why did you say the train isn’t going?” 

“Well, it wasn’t then,” replied the wag, “but it 


is now.”’ 


240 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 


PUNCTURING HIS EGO 


“There is no one,” remarked a politician who has 
been a candidate for governor of Missouri, “who 
can take the wind out of a fellow’s sails so effectually 
as an old-time, leisurely Missourian. For example: 

“After a twelve years’ absence, during which I 
had graduated at the university, got my name in 
the paper a few times and bought a new suit of 
clothes, I went back to the little old country town 
where I had been a ‘poor but ambitious youth.’ 

“J expected a reception committee to meet me, 
but it did not. However, seeing the grandeur of 
my new clothes and stiff hat, my old acquaintances 
came round and shook hands cordially—all except 
old Bill McClanahan, who kept the general store. 
Old Bill sat at the back of the stove, handy to the 
sawdust box. He never noticed me; didn’t even 
glance my way. 

“T was piqued, angry, in fact. I walked back to 
the stove and got right in front of my old friend, 
so that he had to look upon me in all my glory. 

“Slowly, casually, he looked up from under the 
flap of his old white hat and remarked: 

“Arthur, you have been away somewhere, 
haven’t you?’ ” 


NOTHING COMMON ABOUT HER 


Mr. Nouveau Riche (selecting Devotional Gift 
Book)—* ‘Common’ Prayer’—’aven’t you got any 
a bit more clarssy ?” 
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, WHY WOMEN WEEP 


A wedding ceremony had come to a close. The 
mother sniffed convulsively and the bride dabbed 
her pretty eyes with a handkerchief, while one of 
the bridesmaids was also affected to tears. 

“Why do you weep?” asked a groomsman of the 
bridesmaid. “It’s not your wedding.” 

The girl looked at him scornfully. 

“That’s the reason, you stupid.” 

And she sighed. 


INSIDE INFORMATION 


The fussy stenog. had looked at her wrist-watch 
a number of times one morning. 

“I have a date for lunch and don’t want to miss 
it,” she explained to the office boy when she found 
him watching her curiously. 

“Huh!” replied that youth scornfully. “I don’t 
need no watch to know when it’s lunch-time. I got 
a belt, I have.” 


WHY TEACHER SMILED 


Teacher—“Now, Harold, can you tell me what 
letter this is?” 

Small Harold—‘“No, ma’am.” 

Teacher—“‘You can’t? Why, surely you know 
what comes after “T, don’t you?” 

Small Harold — “Yes, ma’am; sister Gervange- 


line’s young man.” 
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REFERRED TO ANY DRUG STORE . 


Homer Rodeheaver, the musical director of an 
evangelist, said in a temperance address at San 
Francisco: 

“Once, on a visit to England, I noticed that the 
ragmen, instead of shouting, ‘Rags, bones, old iron!’ 
as we all do, shouted ‘Rags and bottles! Rags and 
bottles ! 

“T asked an English ragman one day: 

“‘Why do you yell for rags and bottles espe- 
cially. What’s the point of it?” 

“ “Well, sir,’ he answered, ‘the point of it is wher- 
ever there’s bottles there’s bound to be rags.’ ” 


COULDN’T CATCH FATHER 


Curious Charlie—‘“Do nuts grow on trees, 
father?” 

Father—“They do, my son.” 

Curious Charlie— ‘Then what tree does the 
doughnut grow on?” 

Father—“The ‘pantree,’? my son.” 


DON’T YOU BELIEVE IT 


A darky was endeavoring to make clear to a 
friend just what constitutes oratory. 

“I will elucidate,” he said. “If you says black 
am white, dat am foolish. But if you says black 
AM white, an’ bellers like a bull, an’ pounds de 
table with both fists, dat am oratory !” 
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STILL CAUSING DISAGREEMENT 


A newspaper man was on the witness stand and 
the attorney was trying to find out something 
about him. “Where did you work last?” he asked. 

“On the Yankton Globe.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

“The editor and I disagreed on a national politi- 
cal question.” 

“Where did you work next?” 

“On the Oshkosh Item.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

“The editor and I disagreed on a national politi- 
cal question.” 

This was the reply in every instance and the judge 
took a hand. “What was this national political 
question,” he asked, “upon which you never could 
agree with your chiefs?” 

“Prohibition.” 


NOT HER SIZE 


An old dame at a railway station asked a porter 
where she could get her ticket. The man pointed 
in the direction of the ticket-office. 

“You can get it there,” he said, “through the 
pigeon-hole.” 

“Get away with you, idiot!’ she exclaimed. 
“How can I get through that little hole? I ain’t 


no pigeon!” 
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PAYMENT IN FULL 


The mayoral chair of an northern town was occu- 
pied by a man of great generosity. Among the 
applicants who sought relief from him during his 
tenure of office was a well known local character 
known as “Talking Tim,” who asked the loan of a 
few pounds to buy a donkey and cart and set up 
in the rag and bone business. 

“Well, Tim,” said the mayor, “if I give you this 
money, how are you going to pay me?” 

This was a poser for Tim, but a thought struck 
him, and he blurted out: 

“Well, yer worship, if ye are kind enough to give 
me the money, I’ll tell you what P’ll do: I'll name 
the donkey after yer worship.” 


NOT IMPRESSED A BIT 


Hub—“One night while you were away I heard 
a burglar. You should have seen me going down- 
stairs three steps at a time.” 

Wife (who knows him)—‘‘Where was he, on the 
roof?” 


MOTHER KNEW 


Adult Son—“Mother, does a girl mean to encour- 
age or discourage a man when she—” 

Mother—“My son, there is no need of going into 
details. When a girl starts out either to encourage 
or discourage a man, the man never has any doubt 
about what she means.” 
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HE DIDN’T SAY A WORD 


A merchant was recently persuaded to purchase 
an excellent parrot. This one had traveled far and 
could jabber in several foreign lingoes. He ordered 
it sent home. That same day his wife had ordered 
a fresh spring chicken for dinner. On leaving the 
house she said to the cook: “Mary, there’s a bird 
coming for dinner. Wring its neck and have it 
fried hot for Mr. Richards when he gets home.” 
Unfortunately the parrot arrived first and Mary 
followed instructions. At dinner he was duly served. 
“What’s this?” exclaimed Mr. Richards. Mary 
told him. “But, for goodness’ sake, Mary,” he 
said, “this is awful. That bird could speak seven 
languages.” “Then, phwy the devil didn’t he say 
something?” asked Mary. 


PERHAPS YOU’VE NOTICED THIS 


Every person appearing on the screen in the 
guise of a “minister” (generic term) should wear 
the collar of a Roman Catholic priest, the hat of 
an English (C. E.) vicar, the frockcoat of a Pres- 
byterian, and the spats (preferably white) of no 
clerical person on God’s earth. He should carry 
an umbrella, indoors and out, and when performing 
the marriage service (which is his only function in 
the movies besides getting laughed at) he should 
read it out of a Bible, in which, of course, it never 


was printed. 
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IN WALKING DISTANCE 


An American tourist in Scotland took a great 
fancy to a handsome collie he saw, and offered to 
buy it. The owner asked some questions, and on 
learning that it was the would-be purchaser’s inten- 
tion to take “Jock” to America he refused to part 
with the dog. 

Just then an English tourist came along, and he 
also made a bid for the collie, which, though less 
than the first offer, was accepted. The American 
was annoyed, and when the Englishman had de- 
parted, he said: ‘You told me you wouldn’t sell 
your dog.” 

“Na, na,” replied the canny Scot. “I said I 
couldna part wi’ him. Jock’ll be back in a day or 
two, never fear. But he couldna swim the Atlantic.” 


WE’VE TRIED ’EM ALL 


A traveler in Japan tells of curious notices he 
saw in shopwindows, and especially an official muni- 
cipal notice to motorists: “If a cow obstruct, toot 
’er soothingly ; if she continue to obstruct, toot ’er 
with vigor; if she still obstruct, wait till she passes 
away !”? 


DAD SUSPECTS 


“So your son’s in college, eh? Burning the mid- 
night oil, I s*pose!”” 

“Well—er—yes ; but I’ve an idea—er—that it’s 
gasoline.” 
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A HARD LUCK STORY 


The lady bather had got into a hole and she 
couldn’t swim. Nor could the young man on the 
end of the pier; but when she came up for the first 
time and he caught sight of her face, he could 
shriek, and he did. He shrieked: 


“Help 2 

A burly fisherman sauntered to his side. 

“Wot’s up?” he asked. 

“There!” hoarsely cried the young man. “My 
wife! Drowning! I can’t swim! A hundred dol- 
lars for you if you can save her.” 

In a moment the burly fisherman was in the sea. 
In another he was out of it, with the rescued lady 
bather. Thanking his lucky stars, he approached 
the young man again. 

“Well, what about the hundred bones?” he asked. 

But if the young man’s face had been ashen gray 
before, now it was dead white, as he gazed upon the 
features of the recovered dame. 

*“*Y-e-s, I know!” he gasped. “But when I made 
the offer I thought it was my wife who was drown- 
ing; and now—now it turns out it was my wife’s 
mother !” 

The burly fisherman pulled a long face. “Just 
my luck!” he muttered, thrusting his hands into his 
trousers pocket. ‘How much do I owe you?” 
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MORE THAN HE EXPECTED 


After ten years of silence the two old friends met 
and soon were deep in conversation, relating past 
history to each other. 

“And so you’re married, old chap,” said the first. 
“Well, heartiest congrats. I suppose it was a smart 
affair—church decorated, bridesmaids and all the 
rest of it?” 

“No,” replied the other, slowly ; “it was an elope- 
ment.” 

“An elopement? Oh, you romantic man! And 
did the bride’s father follow you?” 

The sad faced man heaved a deep sigh as he 
answered : 

**Yes, and he’s been with us ever since!” 


A MATTER OF INVESTMENT 


“Now, then, Johnny,” said his teacher, “if your 
father gave you seven cents and your mother gave 
you six and your uncle gave you four more, what 
would you have?” 

Johnny wrinkled up his forehead and went into 
the silence for the space of several minutes. 

“Come, come,” said the teacher impatiently. 
“Surely you can solve a simple little problem like 
that.” 

“It ain’t a simple problem at all,” replied the 
boy. “I can’t make up my mind whether I’d have 
an ice cream soda or go to the movies.” 
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AN EXPENSIVE COMPANION 


When Lloyd George was a young country solici- 
tor in Wales he was riding home in his dogcart one 
day, and came upon a little Welsh girl trudging 
along so wearily that he offered her a ride. She 
accepted silently, and all the way along, although 
the future statesman tried to engage her in con- 
versation, he could not get her to say anything 
more than “Yes” or “No.” 

Some days afterward the little girl’s mother hap- 
pened to meet Mr. Lloyd George, and said to him 
smilingly, “Do you remember my little girl riding 
with you the other day? Well, when she got home 
she said, ‘Mamma, I rode from school with Mr. 
Lloyd George, the lawyer, and he kept talking to 
me, and I didn’t know whatever to do, for you 
know Mr. Lloyd George, the lawyer, charges you 
whenever you talk with him, and I hadn’t any 


money.’ ” 


EVERYTHING IS TAXED NOW 


The man who ran the elevator of the sky-scraper 
was talking to a passenger. 

“The judge certainly did soak him,” he said. 
“He sentenced him to three years and ten days. 
Now I understand the three years all right; but 
what the ten days were for I’d like to know?” 

“That was the war-tax,”’ said a quiet citizen who 
got aboard at the tenth floor. 
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CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE 


Jinks had one bed of geraniums in his garden of 
which he was very fond—they made such a fine 
splash of color. And the neighbor’s cat was also 
partial to them; only she didn’t admire them from 
a distance, but from in between. The result was 
that nearly every morning Jinks found one or more 
of his pet plants smashed to the ground. Repeated 
complaints to the owner of the cat had no effect, 
so one fine day the cat disappeared. Jinks’ neigh- 
bor was very much upset and determined to trace 
his lost pet. He lay in wait for Jinks’ small son 
and asked him, “Your father hasn’t said anything 
about cats lately, has he, George?” George shook 
his head. “Nor your mother?” went on the cross- 
examiner insinuatingly. ‘“‘No,” said the small boy; 
“but last night father was cleaning his gun, and 
mother said thank goodness we could leave the milk 
jug outside this morning.” 


CONSIDERATION FOR OTHERS 


Weary Waggles, having eaten a hearty lunch, 
turned to say good-by to his hostess. 

“What!” she cried. “Going already? Why, you 
haven’t more than half mowed that lawn.” 

“No, ma’am,” said Weary, “but you see, lady, I 
kind o’ thought some other poor feller wantin’ a 
job might be comin’ along soon, and if I done it 
all there wouldn’t be nothin’ left for him.” 
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BRIGHT CHILD 


The practical teacher taught natural history 
from every day illustrations and comparisons, 

“Take a bear,” he said. “Look at his fur.” 

The boys had no bear to take; but they had a 
picture of one, and they looked at that. 

“His fur,” the teacher went on, “is the bear’s 
overcoat, the same as your big coats are your over- 
coats.” 

“He can’t take it off, though, same as we can 
ours,” said one contentious youngster. 

“That is true,” said the teacher. ‘The bear can- 
not take off his overcoat. But why can’t he take 
it“ off-22" 

Everybody thought hard. 

“I guess,” said the contentious youth finally, 
“that it is because nobody knows where the buttons 


are.”’ 


SAT ON THE STOVE, PERHAPS 


The charming wife of a French diplomat had 
never thoroughly mastered the English language. 
She was urging a naval officer to attend a dinner, 
the invitation to which he had already declined. The 
lady insisted that he must go, but the young officer 
said he could not possibly do so, as he had “burned 
his bridges behind him.” 

“That will be all right,” she exclaimed; “I will 
lend you a pair of my husband’s.” 
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A SPANISH POINT OF VIEW 


W. B. Trites, the novelist, has been living for 
some time in Spain, and in a recent letter home he 
said: “Spanish children are the most spoiled chil- 
dren in the world. Every Spanish restaurant is 
filled with their bawling. They tread on your feet 
and upset your glass as they play tag in every 
Spanish cafe. In every Spanish theater it is hard 
to hear the performance through their din. And 
yet this fact—the fact that Spanish children are 
unbelievably spoiled+—enabled a Spaniard in Palma 
to knock me out completely in an ethical argument. 
“You Spaniards are a great nation,’ I said to him, 
‘but I can’t understand how a nation that produced 
Velasquez and Valdes can stomach the savage cruelty 
of the bull-fight.’ The Spaniard rolled his black 
eyes at me, emitted a great cloud of cigaret smoke, 
and said: ‘You have in America a number of 
societies for the prevention of the cruelty to chi- 
dren, I believe?” ‘Yes.’ ‘And they do good work?’ 
‘Oh, splendid work.’ Now the Spaniard showed his 
white teeth in a smile: ‘Well, senor, such societies 
would be useless in my country,’ he said. ‘The man 
who would lift his hand against a little child has not 
been born in Spain.’ ” 


NOT A WORD WASTED 


“Hello, old top. New car?” 
“No! Old car, new top.” 
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SO HE TOLD ’EM 


The following passage took place between coun- 
sel and witness in a disputed will case: 

“Did your father give you no parting admoni- 
tion?” 

“He never gave much away at any time.” 

*“T mean, what were his last words?” 

“They don’t concern you.” 

“They not only concern me, sir,’ remarked the 
barrister, severely, “but they concern the whole 
court.” 

“Oh, all right,’ was the reply. ‘Father said, 
‘Don’t have no trouble when I’m gone, Jim, ’cos 
lawyers is the biggest thieves unhung.’ ” 


“GROCERY,” WHY NOT “ARTERY”? 


She had a vast amount of money, but it had come 
to her quite recently. One day an acquaintance 
asked her if she was fond of art. 

“Fond of art?” she exclaimed. ‘Well, I should 
say Iwas! If I am ever in a city where there’s an 
artery I never fail to visit it.” 


SENTENCED FOR LIFE 


Mrs. Myles—“Ever catch your husband flirt- 
ing?” 

Mrs. Styles—“‘Yes ; once.” 

Mrs. Myles—“‘What did you do to him?” 

Mrs. Styles—“Married him.” 


254 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 


WHERE IS THIS PLACE? 


The members of the club were telling yarns, when 
a quiet man in the corner was asked to contribute. 

“Well,” said he, “I once entered a restaurant 
where they weigh you before eating and then after 
eating, and then charge you by weight. I had a 
good feed and was charged a dollar. The next time 
I went I took in my pocket bricks, weights, old iron, 
and such like. I was weighed and then went up- 
stairs and had a banquet three times as big as the 
last. I went down and was weighed again, but they 
couldn’t make it out.” 

He paused. 


“Couldn’t make what out?” asked the club mem- 
bers. 

“Why,” answered the quiet man, “they owed me 
two seventy-five.” 


QUICK AND EASY 


“Did you advertise that country estate on the 
Hudson for sale today?” asked the real estate pro- 
moter of his assistant. 

“T did, but I think they made a mistake in setting 
it up.” 

“Flow so? Let me see it.” 

“Here it is. As I remember it, you wanted me to 
advertise: ‘Easy terms for quick buyer.’ The paper 
has set it up ‘Quick terms for easy buyer’.” 
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WISDOM OF THE EAST 


Some Chinese proverbs collected by Roy Chap- 
man Andrews and handed on by him to a recent 
meeting of the Dutch Treat Club in New York City: 

If you bow at all, bow low. 

A man thinks he knows — but a woman knows 
better. 

Free sitters at the play always grumble most. 

I have seen not one who loves virtue as he loves 
beauty. 

Only imbeciles want credit for the achievements 
of their ancestors. 

The faults which a man condemns out of office 
he commits when in. 

No image-maker worships the gods. He knows 
what they are made of. 

One more good man on earth is better than an 
extra angel in heaven. 

It is not the wine which makes a man drunk—it 
is the man himself. 

If you suspect a man, don’t employ him—if you 
employ him, don’t suspect him. 


HOW WOULD THIS WORK? 


Mother—‘“No, Bobbie, I can’t allow you to play 
with that little Kim boy. He might have a bad 
influence over you.” 

Bobbie—“But, mother, can I play with him for 
the good influence I might have over him?” 
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WE THOUGHT IT WAS A MAGAZINE 


Joe—“ ’Ere, Curly! You know everything— 
what’s a cosmopolitan? 

Curly—‘Well, it’s like this—suppose you was a 
Russian Jew livin’ in England married to a black 
woman an’ you’d just finished a bit of Irish stew 
an’ was smokin’ an Egyptian cigaret, while a Ger- 
man band outside was playin’ the Blue Bells 0’ 
Scotland—you’d be a cosmopolitan.” 


COMIN’ THRO’ THE RYE 


Two gentlemen riding on a train were both very 
much intoxicated. 

First Gent—‘‘What time is it?” 

Second Gent (after extracting a matchbox from 
his pocket with much exertion and gazing at it 
intently )—“Thursday.” . 

First Gent — “My heavens, I’ve got to get off 
here.” 


ONE CONSOLING THOUGHT 


A guest called upon to return thanks for the dis- 
tinguished strangers at a public dinner, said: 

“This is quite unexpected; in fact, when I came 
into this room I felt much like Daniel in the lions’ 
den. When Daniel got into that place and looked 
around he thought to himself: ‘Whoever’s got to do 
the after-dinner speaking, it won’t be me? ” 
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THAT ENDED THE INTERVIEW 


Fritz Leiber, the Shakespearian actor, was sub- 
mitted to a long and trying interview not so long 
ago by a woman reporter, who finally wound up 
with this question: “Don’t you think, Mr. Leiber, 
that if the immortal William were alive today he 
would be looked upon almost in the nature of a 
curiosity ?”” 

“Indeed, he would,” answered the actor. “Just 
think of it! He’d be more than three hundred years 
old.” 


ONE NAME FOR IT 


“An’ phwat is your Patsy doin’ these days, Mrs. 
O’Hagan?” 

*“Ah, he’s doin’ foine! He’s a conductor in the 
opery house, an’ wears a swallytail coat.” 

“A conductor, is it? An’ phwat does a conductor 
do?” 

“He conducts people to their seats.” 


UNKIND SUGGESTION 


Mr. Justcott — “Why, what are you crying 
about, dear?” 

Mrs. Justcott — “Oh, George! The mice have 
got into the pantry and eaten up a beautiful cus- 
tard pie I made myself!” 

Mr. Justcott—“There, there! Don’t cry over 
a few little mice!” 
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HAD A SUSPICIOUS LOOK 


A literary family to which a seventh child had 
just come was at a country house, and for a time a 
good deal of the care of the other six children 
devolved upon the father, who had Spartan ideas as 
to the upbringing of his sons. One morning he car- 
ried his two-year-old to the creek near his home to 
give him a cold plunge. The child objected lustily 
to this proceeding, but was firmly held and ducked, 
notwithstanding. 

At the instant of the ducking, however, a brawny 
hand seized the Spartan father by his shoulder and 
flung him back, while the angry voice of the farmer, 
who was his nearest neighbor, roared in his ears: 

“Here! None of that! I'll have the law on you 
for this.” 

For some time the father endeavored to convince 
the farmer that he was not trying to drown the 
child. Even then he wasn’t wholly convinced. To 
the very last minute he kept shaking his head 
skeptically and saying: 

“Well, I dunno about that. I dunno. You got 
six besides this.” 


TOO MANY FEET 


Editor—“We can’t accept this poem. It isn’t 
verse at all; merely an escape of gas.” 

Aspiring Poet—“Ah! I see; something wrenK 
with the meter.” 
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ONE OF THOSE BLOCKHEADS 


A certain politician has the happy knack of 
being able to parry inconvenient interruptions with 
some smart retort that immediately quashes the 
opposition. He was speaking at a rather noisy 
meeting not long ago and after a short time a big 
lump of wood was thrown at him. Fortunately, the 
aim was bad and it fell harmlessly on the platform. 

The speaker picked it up and showed it to the 
audience. 

“Good heavens,” he exclaimed, in tone of mock 
anxiety, “one of the opponents has lost his head!’ 


BUSINESS AND PLEASURE 


Mrs. Rankin—When it comes to resourcefulness 
you can’t beat Mrs. Amley.” 

Mrs. Phyle—‘What do you mean?” 

Mrs. Rankin — “When she wants to scrub her 
front steps she fastens a couple of brushes on the 
feet of her little boy, Willie, and lets him pretend 
he is roller skating in the soapsuds.” 


EVERY OFFICE HAS ONE 
“What kind of work could you possibly do 


around my office?” 

“V’m a kind of all-around handy man, mister. 
I kin hold a door open, light a match for ye, call a 
taxi, drop letters down the chute, an’ tell folks yer 
out when ye ain’t.” 
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WOMEN ARE ALWAYS RIGHT 


“Women!” snorted the angry man to the wife of 
his bosom. “Don’t talk to me about women. They’re 
all fools. Whenever you hear of anyone doing a 
specially foolish thing, you usually guess right when 
you say it was done by a woman.” 

He paused with the air of having said the last 
word, But his wife went on calmly sewing as she 
replied : 

“Perhaps you’re right, dear, but I never heard 
of a woman buying a bottle of hair restorer from 


a baldheaded barber.” 


A QUESTION OF DIET 


An American tells of a visit to a zoo in Ireland, 
on which occasion he was much interested in a soli- 
tary sea lion. 

Turning to one of the keepers, the American 
asked, as he pointed to the solitary beast, “where’s 
his mate?” 

“He has no mate, sor,” responded the Celt. “We 
just feed him on fish.” 


AFTER THE WOMEN’S TRACK MEET 


Her—“You ought to have seen Mabel run the 
quarter mile.” 

It—‘What did she do it in?” 

Her — “I don’t know what they call the darn 
things.” 
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OUR MUTUAL FRIEND 


Pasted on the window of a second hand book 
store was the sign, “Porter wanted,” and within the 
window against a stack of books the placard, 
“Dickens’ works all this week for $3.00.” A passer- 
by, out of work, read first one and then the other, 
scratched his head, and remarked grimly, “Dickens 
may take the job. He can work all the week for 
$3 if he wants to, but I’m a union man, and I won’t 
touch it. You’d better stick to Dickens.” 


WOULD SAVE MILLIONS OF SOULS 


The Committee on the Revision of the Articles of 
Faith had recommended the adoption of a declara- 
tion to the effect that all infants are saved. The 
recommendation was adopted unanimously. 

“Now, Mr. Moderator,” said a delegate from 
Pittsburgh, Pa., with preternatural solemnity, “I 
move that this be declared retroactive.” 


But the Moderator did not seem to hear him. 


WHY HE CHANGED HIS WILL 


“Won’t you please croak like a frog, grand- 
father?” asked Willie. 

“Croak like a frog?” asked the bewildered grand- 
father. “Why, little man?” 

“Because I heard daddy say that when you 
croaked we would get $5,000.” 
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REVENGE IS SWEET 


Apropos of foreign honesty, Dr. Nicholas Mur- 
ray Butler tells this story: 

“On a foreign railroad,” he said, “a commuter 
had a row with the conductor. At the end of the 
row the commuter turned to a friend and said: 

“ “Well, the P. D. R. will never see another cent 
of my money after this.’ 

“The conductor, who was departing, looked back 
and snarled: 

**What’ll you do? Walk?’ 

“Oh, no,’ said the commuter, ‘Ill stop buying 


chek 


tickets and pay my fare to you’. 


COULDN’T BLUFF HER 


Mrs. Just Got It—“Oh, we had the most delight- 
ful trip through Europe.” 

Mrs. Stay at Home—“How lovely! Did you see 
the Dardanelles?” 

Mrs. Just Got It—Heavens, yes, why we took 
supper with them.” 


THEY GET YOU SOME WAY 


The bedraggled individual indignantly denied 
that he was intoxicated when the police officer tes- 
tified that he found the prisoner lying in the street. 

“Very well, then,” retorted the versatile judge. 
“You’re fined $5 for parking more than six inches 
from the curb.” 
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OTHERS HAVE DISCOVERED THIS 


“Some of the grandest discoveries of the ages,” 
said the great scientist, sonorously, ‘‘have been the 
result of accidents.” 

“I can readily believe that,” said the fair lady. 
“I once made one that way myself.” 

The great man blinked in his amazement. 

“May I ask what it was?” 

“Certainly,” replied the fair one. “I found that 
by keeping a bottle of ink handy you can use a 
fountain pen just like any other pen—without all 
the trouble of filling it.” 


A SPECIAL FAVOR 


Angry Diner — “See here, waiter, what’s this 
collar-button doing in my soup?” 

Waiter—‘Not so loud, sir, please. Don’t let that 
gentleman at the next table hear you. He’s dined 
here regularly for two years and we’ve never thrown 


in anything extra for him.” 


SUPPOSE WE ALL DID THIS 


Husband—“I don’t see, Estelle, how you could 
draw all your money out of the bank and spend it, 
when I specially told you that I wouldn’t be able 
to give you any more for some time.” 

Wife—“But I did it on purpose, dear. Suppose 
the bank should fail?” 
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ANGELS ALWAYS SCARED US 


A small girl was “afraid of the dark.” Her 
mother, anxious to overcome this weakness, said as 
she was leaving her, ‘““Remember, darling, that an 
angel will still be with you when I take the candle 
away.” 

“Mummy,” pleaded a small voice, “I’d much 
rather you took the angel and left the candle.” 


STACKING ’EM UP 


In a large park in one of the Eastern cities there 
are seats about the bandstand with this notice 
posted on them: 

“The seats in the vicinity of the bandstand are 
for the use of ladies. Gentlemen should make use 
of them only after the former are seated.” 


SENATORIAL COMPLACENCY 


“Some of the laws you have helped to frame have 
not been rigidly observed.” 

“I’m not complaining,” replied Senator Sorghum. 
“Even Moses could not insure a strict enforcement 
of so simple and explicit a set of rules as the Ten 
Commandments.” 


GET UP EARLIER 


Urban—‘‘What do you miss most since moving to 
the country ?” 
Rural—“ Trains.” 
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THE ORIGINAL SOLOMON 


The Sunday school teacher was talking 'to her 
class about Solomon and his wisdom. 

“When the Queen of Sheba came and laid jewels 
and fine raiment before Solomon, what did he say?” 
she asked presently. 

One small girl, who evidently had experience in 
such matters, replied promptly: “’Ow much d’yer 
want for the lot?” 


WE GATHER THAT HE LIKES IT 


Visitor—“Good morning, Mike. Beastly day— 
though I suppose the rain does good at any time.” 
Mike—“True for you, sorr. Sure, an hour of 
this will do more good in foive minutes than a 
month of ut would in a week at any other toime!” 


O DEAR! O DEAR! 


Kansas Paper — We wish to apologize for the 
manner in which we disgraced the beautiful wedding 
last week. Through an error of the typesetter we 
were made to say “the roses were punk.” What we 
should have said was “the noses were pink.” 


THE ANGEL’S WARDROBE 


“When I married you I thought you were an 
angel.” 

'“Tt’s quite plain you did. You thought I could 
manage without either clothes or hats.” 
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HIGHLY RECOMMENDED 


Gentleman—But I am afraid he wouldn’t make 
«a good watch dog.” 

Man (with bull terrier) — “Not a good watch 
dog! Why, Lor’ bless your ’art, it was only last 
week that this wery animal held a burglar down by 
the throat and beat his brains out with his tail.” 


STILL GOING STRONG 


“What sort of a time is your friend having on 
his motor tour?” 

“Great! Dve had only two letters from him— 
one from a police-station and the other from a hos- 
pital.” 


GOING, GOING, GONE! 


Retired Auctioneer — “And what can you give 
my daughter?” 

Prospective Son-in-Law—“A thousand a year, a 
car, a country-house—” 

Retired Auctioneer (absent-mindedly )—‘Sold!” 


EXPENSIVE PASTIME 


“My time,” said the magnate, “is worth $100 a 
minute.” 

“Well,” answered his friend casually, “let’s go 
out this afternoon and play $10,000 or $15,000 
worth of golf.” 
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JUST THE THING 


Farmer Cloverseed had come up to London for 
a few days. Before he started he had promised to 
bring his daughter a present, so he went into a 
Jeweler’s shop and said to the assistant: 

“I want a pair of earrings, cheap but purty. 
They be fur a present.” 

“Yes, sir,” said the jeweler. “You want some- 
thing a trifle loud, I suppose?” 

“Well, I don’t mind if one of them is a little loud,” 
replied the farmer. “My girl is deaf in one ear.” 


BUT, O YOU ROAST PORK! 


A small boy was taken to see the pigs. He looked 
at them thoughtfully and asked: “Did God make 
pigs?” 

“Yes,” his mother replied. 

“Well,” remarked the boy, “I should have 
thought He’d have made something a little pleas- 
anter.” 


EASIER THAN WORKING 


“What is your boy Josh doing in town?” 

“Far as I know,” replied Farmer Corntassel, “he’s 
doing nothing except wastin’ money.” 

““How is he wasting it?” 

“Buying 2-cent stamps to write home for extra 


allowance.” 
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SLIP OF THE TONGUE 


A group of negro laborers on a Southern planta- 
tion generally spent their lunch-hour in playing 
craps under some shade tree. One day while they 
were thus engaged, one of them told about his girl. 

“She sho’ do know how to kiss,” he said. ‘Come 
on, bones. Yeah, boys, she sho’ do. She jest throws 
her arms round my neck and holds me like dat seb- 
rul minutes.” 

“I say she do,” spoke up another member of the 
party. 

“What’s dat, niggah?” said the first angrily, ris- 
ing to his feet. 

“I say, do she?” replied the second hastily. 


TOO PROUD TO FIGHT 


“Do the boys in Crimson Gulch shoot on sight 
the way they used to?” 

“No,” replied Cactus Joe. ‘Us desperadoes are 
all tamed down. We’re afraid to get out in the 
street and act reckless for fear we'll be mistook for 
movie actors.” 


HE HAS GUESSED IT 


“Ole,” said the preacher to the Swedish bride- 
groom-to-be, “do you take Hilda Sorgeson for your 
lawful wedded wife, for better or for worse?” 

. “Oh, well,” replied Ole gloomily, “Aye s’pose 
Aye get little of each.” 
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NO MORE FINGER-PRINTS 


It was visiting day at the jail* and the uplifters 
were on deck. 

“My good man,” said one kindly lady, “I hope 
that since you have come here you have had time 
for meditation and have decided to correct your 
faults.” 

“T have that, mum,” replied the prisoner in heart- 
felt tones. “Believe me, the next job I pull, this 
baby wears gloves.” 


WHO KNOWS? 


It is remarked that the number of deaths of cele- 
brated men this year has been exceptionally low. 
This suggests to us also that not a single birth of 
any famous person has been recorded during the 
last twelve months. 


WILL STICK TO HIS WORD 


“Can I have the five pounds I lent you?” 

“You can have it next week.” 

‘You told me that last week!” 

“Yes: do you think I’m a man to say one thing 
one day and another the next?” 


APPROPRIATE COMBINATION 


A permanent blush can now be supplied by the 
beauty specialist. Just the thing to wear with some 
of the evening gowns we have seen lately. 
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GET IT OVER WITH 


“Robert,” said the mother sternly to her off- 
spring who had just broken a window with a base- 
ball, “I’m going to give you a good whipping—not 
because you broke the window, but because you 
broke your promise to me that you would stop 
playing ball near the house.” 

‘““Aw, ma,” whimpered the boy, “‘can’t you do it 
for breakin’ the window? Dad’ll have to lick some- 
body for that.” 


TRY THIS MENTAL TEST 


1. When was the War of 1812? 

2. From what province of France was Joan of 
Are? 

3. Who is the author of Macaulay’s history of 
England? 

4. What two countries were participants in the 
Spanish-American War? 

5. In what season of the year did Washington 
spend his winter at Valley Forge? 

6. Tell about the Swiss Navy. 


SLIGHTLY EXAGGERATED 


“I hope you are not afraid of microbes,” apol- 
ogized the paying-teller as he cashed the school 
teacher’s check with soiled currency. 

“Don’t worry,” said the young lady. “A microbe 
couldn’t live on my salary.” 
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LAUNDRY SOAP IS STRONGEST 


In the cook’s absence the young mistress of the 
house undertook, with the help of an inexperienced 
waitress, to get the Sunday luncheon. The flur- 
ried maid, who had been struggling in the kitchen 
with a coffee-machine which refused to work, con- 
fessed that she had forgotten to wash the lettuce. 

“Well, never mind, Marie,” said the considerate 
mistress. “Go on with the coffee and I’ll do it. 


Where do you keep the soap?” 


PERSONA NON GRATA 


Visitor (in early morning after week-end, to 
chauffeur )—“Don’t let me miss my train.” 

Chauffeur—“No danger, sir. Missus said if I 
did, it’d cost me my job.” 


FULLY EXPLAINED 


In the wee hours of the morn, the suburbanite got 
off the train at the home station. Going to the tele- 
graph office, he sent this message: “Will not be at 
the office today. Am not home yesterday yet.” 


FOOLING THE LORD 


Fond Mother — “Oh, Reginald! Reginald! I 
thought I told you not to play with your soldiers 
on Sunday.” 

“But I call them the Salvation Army on Sun- 


9 


day. 
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ALL THAT WAS NECESSARY 


“Bobby,” inquired the mother, “did you wash 
your face before the music teacher came?” 

“Ves’m.” 

“And your hands?” 

“Ves’m.” 

“And your ears?” 

“Weil, Ma,” said Bobby, judicially, “I washed 
the one that would be next to her.” 


THINK OF ADAM IN PANTS! 


The Orator—‘Work, my friends, is the lot of 
man! Man was sent into this world to earn his 
living by the sweat of his brow. You didn’t find 
Adam walking about the Garden of Eden with his 
hands in his pockets !” 


TOO MANY WIND-BAGS 


Schrecham—“He was a wise poet who remarked 
that in this world a man must be either anvil or 
hammer.” 

Peacham—“Oh, I don’t know. It seems that 
most of them are merely bellows.” 


MEOW! 


“My husband has had indigestion for the past 
month.” 

“Really! D’mso sorry! I had no idea you were 
without a cook.” 7 
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PLOWING RIGHT THROUGH 


“Terribly rough,” said the stranger on board 
the ocean liner. 

“Well,” said the farmer, ‘it wouldn’t be near so 
rough if the captain would only keep in the fur- 
rows.” 


HE IS STILL THINKING IT OUT 


“When I don’t want a man’s attentions and he 
asks me where I live, I say in the suburbs.” 

“Ha! ha! Excellent, but where do you really live, 
Miss Brown?” 

“In the suburbs, Mr. Short.” 


COULDN’T SCARE HIM 


Convict 1108—“The doc just told me if I did not 
quit smoking I’d croak within two years.” 

Convict 1104—“Going to quit?” 

Convict 1108—“Nope; the joke’s on the doc; 
I’m going to be hung next month.” 


DOUBLE VISION 


Jack—“Didn’t you see me down-town yesterday? 


I saw you twice.” 
Jacqueline—“I never notice people in that con- 


dition.” 
\SURE CURE FOR SMOKING 


“What I admire most in a man,” said Mr. John- 
son, “is the power of self-denial. Now, take smok- 
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ing,” he continued, lazily filling his pipe, and gaz- 
ing around at the rest of the party grouped in 
front of the log fire. ‘It’s a useless habit, and yet 
not one of you men here could give it up. You 
haven’t got the strength of mind.” 


This remark roused some indignation and mem- 
bers of the party were reminded of incidents that 
proved a contrary idea. Finally a southerner re- 
marked: 


“I knew a feller down in Kentucky who smoked 
tew ounces of terbaccer every day for twenty-seven 
years, and then guv it up at a minnit’s notice and 
never tetched it again. 


“Fact, gentlemen, I dew assure ye,” he resumed, 
as a murmur of unbelief arose. “He was jest light- 
in’ his pipe when somethin’ cum to him, an’ from 
that day to this he’s never smoked another.” 


“Marvelous instance of will power,” said a list- 
ener. 


“Extraordinary strength of mind,” said another. 

“What determination!’ exclaimed a third. 

And then Uncle Sam spoke again, gazing medi- 
tatively into the fire the while. 

“Yes, it were strange,” he said. “Great friend 
0’ mine, too ; so I know it’s true. He were sitting on 
the top of a barrel o’ blasting powder at the time, 


and the head o’ his match dropped through the 
bunghole.” 
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VERY DESIRABLE COURSE 


Caller—‘Is Miss Jones in?” 

Servant—“No, madam.” 

Caller (surprised)—‘‘Where is she?” 

Servant—“Don’t you know, mum? Miss Jones 
is going to be married, and she goes to the college 
every afternoon to take lessons in domestic sil- 
ence.” 


SHOULD SHE SAY “LEG”? 


Miss Quiz—Governess, why should people al- 
ways select the serpent as the symbol of evil and 
badness ?” 

Resourceful Governess—‘Well, you see the poor 
thing hasn’t a leg to stand on.” 


THESE BREACH-OF-PROMISE DAYS 


He (cautiously) —“Would you say ‘Yes’ if I 
asked you to marry me?” 

She (still more cautiously)—‘Would you ask 
me to marry you if I said I would say ‘Yes’ if you 
asked me to marry you?” 


OLD PALS 


““Who’s the swell guy you was just talkin’ to?” 
asked Tony the bootblack. 

“Aw, him and me’s worked together for years,” 
answered Mickey the newsboy. ‘‘He’s the editor of 


one of me papers.” 
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AND SHE KEPT ON HER HAT 


A homely young English chap, having his view 
obstructed by the headgear of the girl in front of 
him, ventured to protest. ‘See here, miss,” he said, 
leaning over, “I want to look as well as you.” 

“Oh, do yer?” she replied, in a rich Cockney 
accent. “Then you’d better run ’ome and change 
yer fice.” 


SAVING HER FACE 


Charlotte—‘Saw Joe at the movies with Mabel 
Saturday night. Aren’t you keeping company with 
him now?” 

Gladys—“No. I asked him if he liked her bet- 


ter than me, and he said yes—so I threw him over.” 


WONDER WHICH IS CHEAPER 


She—“Jack, I must have a complete set of new 
clothes! I’m sure the entire neighborhood knows 
my present wardrobe by heart!’ 

He—“But—er—wouldn’t it be cheaper to move 
to a new neighborhood?” 


LESS SHORT BUT NO TALLER 


Millionaire—“‘A fit husband for my daughter? 
Why, in the first place, she is half a head taller than 
you.” 

Suitor—‘Well, sir; I don’t expect to be so short 
after I am married.” 
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REACHED HIS DESTINATION 


Friend—“That movie actor is very pompous. He 
boasts that he has arrived.” 
Director—‘He has. This is where he gets off.” 


WHEN GROCERS GRIN 


Grocer—‘*We have some very fine string beans 
today.” 
Mrs. Newbride—‘How much are they a string?” 


ON CAPITOL HILL 


“Some men,” remarked the admirer of poetry, 
“go into politics with the idea of leaving foot- 
prints on the sands of time.” 

“Some do,” replied Senator Sorghum. “And 
others are lucky if they get out without having their 
thumb-prints taken.” 


MODERN THRIFT 


- Father—“Is he thrifty?” 
Daughter—“Thrifty, daddie! Why, Jack’s 
saved over $10,000 out of that $100,000 his grand- 
father left him year before last.” 


LAUGHING AT SANDY 


Two ancient coins were found clasped in the 
hand of a skeleton unearthed during excavations in 
London. It is thought to be the remains of the 
first Scotsman to visit the metropolis. 
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THE RETORT ARTISTIC 


Howard Chandler Christy, illustrator, was walk- 
ing down the street when he was overtaken by a 
dog that began to snap at his heels. Its mistress 
made no effort to call it off, so he turned and gave 
the dog an admonitory kick. 

‘Brute!’ cried the woman, “‘to kick a little de- 
fenseless animal! That little creature is a pet 
and is not accustomed to such treatment.” 

“I beg pardon, madam,” replied Mr. Christy. “I 
did not mean to hurt your dog. But you should 
have called him off.” 

“He would not have hurt you,” replied the woman 
in a grieved tone. “He is a pet.” 

“I did not care to be bitten by him, neverthe- 
less, madam,” returned Mr. Christy. “I am some- 
what of a favorite at home myself.” 


UNNATURAL HISTORY 


‘‘Now, Dorothy,” said the teacher to a small 
pupil, “can you tell me what a panther is?” 

“Yeth, ma’am,” lisped Dorothy. ‘A panther 
ith a man that makths panths.” 


WONDER IF THIS WOULD WORK? 
MacPherson (at the box office) —“Will ye kindly 


return me the amount I paid for amusement tax?” 
Clerk—“‘Why, sir?” 
MacPherson—“We wasna amused.” 
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ENTERPRISING YOUTH 


Papa—“But hasn’t your fiance got a job?” 

Daughter—“Not yet, but he’s going to get one 
at $25,000 a year.” 

Papa—“Indeed! Glad to hear of it! What is 
he doing?” 

Daughter—“Well, he read in the paper of some 
man who is paid $50,000 a year by the Bankers’ 
Association not to forge checks, and George is go- 
ing to do it for half that.” 


PRECEDENT ESTABLISHED 


“T do wish,” observed Mildred, “that Santa Claus 
had brought me a new doll for Christmas.” 

“But your old doll is as good as ever,” her moth- 
er answered. 

“So am I as good as ever,” the little girl re- 
torted, “but the doctor brought you a new baby.” 


GO ON, BOY, GO ON 


Algy (tired waiting)—‘“Is your sister making 
up her mind whether to come down and see me, or 


not?” 
Bobby—“It isn’t her mind she’s making up.” 


EXCUSES THEY MAKE 


“Johnny,” said the teacher, reprovingly, “you 
misspelled most of the words in your composition.” 
“Yes’m; I’m going to be a dialect writer.” 
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FINANCIAL MISUNDERSTANDING 


‘““How did it come about,” a friend of the fam- 
ily asked, “that old Goldbug’s daughter refused 
Lord uty 

‘Well, you see,” another friend of the family an- 
swered, “Jane Goldbug is slightly deaf, and when 
the Earl proposed to her she thought he was solicit- 
ing for the Red Cross, and so she told him she was 
very sorry, but she had promised her money in 
another direction.” 





PASSING IT ALONG 


Willie—‘Ma, may I have Tommy Wilson over to 
our house to play, Saturday?” 

Mother—“No, you make altogether too much 
noise. You’d better go over to his house and play.” 


CAUSE FOR MOURNING 


Lawyer—“If you expect to be acquitted, your 
wife will have to weep a little during the trial.” 

The Accused—“That’s easy. Just tell her I’m 
going to be acquitted.” 


THE DEMON DRINK 


Lady—“You say your father was injured in an 
explosion? How did it happen?” 

Child—“Well, mother says it was too . much 
yeast, but father says it was too little sugar.” 
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TOO BOASTFUL 


“How do you know that Perkins didn’t go to 
college?” 
“Why, he said he knew Babe Ruth when she was 


a chorus girl.” 


JUST LIKE THAT 


“I say, porter, did you find fifty dollars on the 
floor this morning?” 
“Yes, suh. Thank you, suh.” 


QUITE ANOTHER PLACE 


“Did you strike this man in an excess of irasci- 
bility ?” ; 
“No, sah; I done hit him in the stummick.” 


MADE OVER TO SUIT 


“He is a self-made man, is he not?” 
“Yes, except for the alterations made by his wife 
and her mother.” 


EXTREME OF DEVOTION 


She—‘‘Would you leave your home for me?” 
He—“I’d leave a baseball game in the ninth 
inning with the score a tie.” 


TRY SWIFT 


“J want a book for a high-school boy.” 
“How about Fielding?” 
“J dunno. Got anything on base-running?” 
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DISCOURAGING PROSPECT 


“May I ask the cause of all this excitement in 
the little village?” 

“Certainly,” replied the countryman. ‘“We’re 
celebrating the birthday of the oldest inhabitant, 
sir. She’s a hundred and one today.” 

“Indeed! And may I ask who is that little man, 
with the dreadfully sad countenance, walking by the 
old lady’s side?” 

“Oh, that’s the old lady’s son-in-law, sir. He’s 
been keeping up the payments on her life insurance 
policy for the last thirty years !” 


COMPLETELY FITTED 


“Yes, grandma, I am to be married during the 
bright and gladsome yuletide.” 

“But, my dear,” said grandma, earnestly, “you 
are very young. Do you feel that you are fitted for 
married life?” 

“I am being fitted now, grandma,” explained the 
prospective bride, sweetly. “Seventeen gowns!” 


TO MAKE OR TO BREAK 


A Lover—*I wish you’d find out how I stand with 
your father.” 

His Lass—“Why?” 

A Lover—‘He gave me a tip on the Stock Ex- 
change tonight.” 
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MAIL THIS TO YOUR M. C. 


An ambitious young man went to a university 
professor and said “Sir, I desire a course of train- 
ing which will fit me to become the superintendent 
of a great railway system. How much will such 
a course cost, and how long will it take?” 

“Young man,” replied the professor, “such a 
course would cost you $20,000 and require twenty 
years of your time. But, on the other hand, by 
spending $300 of your money and three months of 
your time you may be elected to Congress. Once 
there you will feel yourself competent to direct 
not one bnt all the great railroad systems of our 
country.” 


NOT AS SPECIFIED 


The swain and his swainess had just encountered 
a bulldog that looked as if he might shake a mean 
lower jaw. 

“Why, Percy,” she exclaimed as he started a 
strategic retreat. “You always swore you would 
face death for me.” 

“TI would,” he flung back over his shoulder, “but 
that darn dog ain’t dead.” 


ONE OF THOSE GENTLE HINTS 


He—“I could dance on like this forever.” 
She—“‘Oh, I’m sure you don’t mean it! You’re 


bound to improve.” 
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THAT PROVES IT 


Amos Whittaker, a miserly millionaire, was ap- 
proached by a friend who used his most persuasive 
powers to have him dress more in accordance with 
his station in life. 

“I am surprised, Amos,” said the friend, “that 
you should allow yourself to become shabby.” 

“But I’m not shabby,” firmly interposed the mil- 
lonaire miser. 

“Oh, but you are,” returned his old friend. ‘“Re- 
member your father. He was always neatly, even 
elaborately dressed. His clothes were always finely 
tailored and of the best material.” 

“Why,” shouted the miser, triumphantly, “these 


clothes I’ve got on were father’s!” 


LUCKY TO HAVE ONE SUIT 


Mrs. Goodsole—“I am soliciting for the poor. 
What do you do with your cast-off clothing?” 

Mr. Longsufferer—‘I hang them up carefully 
and put on my pajamas. Then I resume them in 
the morning.” 


THE WAY IT READS 


Elsie—“Mama, George Washington must have 
had an awful good memory, didn’t he?” 

Mother—“Why, my dear?” 

Elsie—Because everywhere I go I see monu- 
ments to his memory.” 
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NO NEWS TO HIM 


A regimental band was about to be organized 
at one of the war-time cantonments and, after the 
first rehearsal, the officer in charge was signing up 
the candidates. 

“Your name?” he asked the trombonist. 

“Sam Jones,” returned the embryo trombonist. 

“Your station?” 

“Camp Devens.” 

“Your rank?” 

“T know it,” sighed Sam. 


PAY DAY 


The workman was busily engaged by the road- 
side, and the wayfarer paused to inquire, “What 
are you digging for?” The workman looked up. 

“Money,” he replied. 

“Money! And when do you expect to strike it, 
my good man?” 

“On Saturday!” replied the other, and resumed 


operations. 


A LADY SEEKS INFORMATION 


The following missive was received by the forest 
ranger of the Pasadena district and read recently 
at the annual dinner of the Sierra Club in Los 
Angeles: 

‘Kind and Respected Cir: 


“I see in the paper that a man named J—— 


286 THE BIG JOKE-BOOK 


Ss was atacted and et up by a bare whose cubs 
he was trying to git when the she bare came up 
and stopt him by eatin him up in the mountains 





near your town. What i want to know is did it 
kill him or was he only partly et up and he from 
this place and all about the bare. I don’t know but 
what he is a distant husband of mine. My first hus- 
band was of that name and I supposed he was killed 
in the war but the name of the man the bare et be- 
ing the same i thought it might be him after all and 
i thought to know if he wasn’t killed either in the 
war or by the bare for I have been married twice 
since and their ought to be divorce papers got out 
by him or me if the bare did not eat him all up. If 
it is him you will know it by him having six toes 
on the left foot. He also sings base and has a 
spread eagle tattoed on his front chest and a ankor 
on his right arm which you will know him if the bare 
did not eat up these parts of him. If alive don’t 
tell him I am mariied to J W. for he never 
liked J Mebbe you had better let on as if i 
am ded but find out all you can about him without 











him knowing anything what it is for. That is if the 
bare did not eat him allup. If it did i don’t see you 
can do anything and you needn’t take any trouble. 
My respeks to your family and please ancer back. 

“P. S.—Was the bare killed. Also was he mar- 
ried again and did he leave any property worth me 
laying claim to?” 
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WONDER IF THIS IS SO 


Those who are feeling gloomy would receive a 
good tonic if they took a walk through Whitechapel, 
for on the notice-board of a certain church there 
the following piece of anatomical pleasantry has 
been painted: 

It is easier to smile than to frown! 

To frown you use 64 muscles, but only 13 to 
smile ! 

A SOUND DECISION 

“That new nurse of ours must be a Bowery prod- 
uct. She speaks of the nursery as the ‘noisery.’ ” 

“Well, I rather think that’s the way it should 
be pronounced.” 


A JEALOUS JURY 


“A beautiful lady lawyer to defend a beautiful 
client. What chance have we to win this case?” 
“Can’t we get a few homely ladies on the jury?” 


HOPELESS CASE 


‘‘Hialf a dozen doctors have given Mabel up!” 
“Really! What is the matter with her?” 
“She simply wouldn’t pay their bills.” 


MORE SPEED NEEDED 


Doctor—“Hang that telephone—I was too late.” 
Wife—“What, was the patient dead, darling?” 
Doctor—“Dead? No, he was all right again.” 
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